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|0 Knight’s Cabinet Edition of the 
I WoBKS OF Shaksfere, published some 
^ years ago, the following Advertisement was 
^prefixed : — 

* The want of a correct Text of SliaJcspere, in 
neat form, and at a cheap rate, has long been felt. 
It is now generally acknowledged that the received 
Text, that of Steevens (inaccurately called the text 
of Steevens and Malone), is shamefully disfigured through 
the tasteless and unwarrantable deviations from the 
original copies, made by the modern Editors of Shakspei-e. 
The text given by Mr Knight, in his Pictorial and Library 
Editions, is founded upon the most careful collations ; and 
a reason is assigned in those editions for every deviation 
from the received text of the modem copies. To print 
the Text of the Works of Shakspere, such as we may 
judge that it proceeded from his pen, so as to make his 
real words accessible to all, is the object of “ The Cabinet 
.Edition.” Alexander applied the perfume- cabinet of 
Darius to a noble use ; I will have it,” he said, “ to 
serve for a case for Homer’s books.” The works of 
Shakspere, in like manner, deserve a cabinet that may 
always be at hand, like the “ case for Homer’s books.” 
This Cabinet Edition will not be rendered bulky by 
much Commentary. A few glossarial Notes will he 
added to the Text, to explain words and sentences which 
are not familiar to the general reader.’ 

In reproducing this tasteful popular edition of Shak- 
^re, we have been desirous of preserving Mr Knight’i 
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text and annotations in their original condition. It did 
not, however, seem inconsistent with tliis object, that some 
reference should bo made to the new readings suggested 
by various modem investigators, and by the annotated 
folio of Mr Collier. The plays have, therefore, been 
furnished each with a very sparing supplement of Notes, 
standing clearly distinct from Mr Knight’s labours, 
and calculated, on the whole, as we trust, to improve 
the work, as relieving a subject of noted difficulty from 
the chances inseparable from its being contemplated in 
only one point of view. 

A short account of recent discoveries and discussions 
reg^ding the Shaksperian text, is also added to Mr 
Knight’s * History of Opinion on the Writings of 
Shakspere,’ forming the twelfth volume. 

It is of less importance, but still worthy of some 
notice, that in this impression great care has been taken 
to improve tlie typographic features of the work, and 
to make it in all external respects worthy of public 
favour. 


W. AND R. C. 
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‘ The Two Gentlemen of Verona ’ was first printed 
in the folio collection of Shakspere’g plays, edited by 
John Heminge and Henry Condell, and published in 
1023, seven years after his death. The text is singu- 
larly correct There are not more than half a dozen 
passages of any real importance upon which a doubt 
can be entertained, if printed according to the original. 
It is, in all probability, a play written very early in 
Shakspere’s life. 

The scene of this play is, in the first act, at Verona, 
and afterwards chiefly at Milan. The action is not 
founded upon any histcn-ical event. The one historical 
fact mentioned in this play is (hat of the emperor 
holding his court at Milan, which was under the go- 
vernment of a duke, who was a vassal of the empire. 
Assuming that this fact prescribes a limit to the period 
of the action, we must necessarily place thaCperiod at 
least half a century before the date of the composition 
of this drama. 

Pope calls the style ^f ‘ Tlie Two Gentlemen of 
Verona ’ “ simple and unaffected.’* It was opposed to 
Shakspere’s later style, which is teeming with allusion 
upon allusion. With the exception of the few obsolete 
words, and the unfamiliar application of words still 
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INTHODUCTORY REMARKS. 


in me, thifi comedy has a very modem air. The 
thotiglm are natural and obviom, the images familiar 
and general. The most celebrated passages have a 
character of grace radier than of beauty ; die elegance 
of a youthful poet aiming to be correct. Johnson 
considered this comedy to be wanting in “ diversity of 
character.” The action, it must be observed, is mainly 
sustained by Proteus and Valentine, and by Julia 
and Silvia ; and the conduct of the plot is relieved by 
the familiar scenes in which Speed and Launce appear. 
The other actors are very subordinate, and we scarcely 
demand any great diversity of character amongst 
-them j but it appears to us, with regard to Proteus 
and Valentine, Julia and Silvia, Speed and Launce, 
that die characters are exhibited, as it were, in pairs, 
upon a principle of very defined though delicate con- 
trast. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


DuKK,/af/fcr to Silvia. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 4, Act III. sc. 1 ; sc, 2. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 
Valentine, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 . Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 4. Act* 111. sc. 1. 
Act IV. sc. 1. Act. V. sc. 4. 

Proteus. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act II, sc. 2 ; sc. 4 ; sc. 6. 

Act 111, sc. 1 ; sc, 2. Act. IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 

Antonio, to Proteus. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 3. 

Thurio, rival to Valentine. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 4. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act IV. sc, 3. 
Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 

Kolamour, agent for Silvia in her escape. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 3. Act V. sc. 1. 

Speed, servant to Valentine. 

Appears, Act 1. sc. 1. Act 11. sc, 1 ; sc. 4: sc. 6, Act III. sc. 1. 
Act. IV. sc. 1. 

Launce, servant to Proteus. 

Appears, Act IL sc. 8 ; sc. 5. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 4. 

Panthino, servant to Antonio. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 3. Act II. sc. 2; sc. 3. 
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PERSONS REPKESENTEa 


Host, with whom Julia lodges. 

Appears^ Act IV. sc. 2. 

Outlaws with Valentine. 

Appear^ Act IV. sc. 1. Act Vr-sc. 3 ; sc. 4. 

Julia, heloi'ed (/Proteus. 

Appears^ Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2; sc. 7. Act. IV. sc. 2; sc. 4. 
Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 

Silvia, beloved (/Valentine. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 1; sc. 4. Act IV. sc. 2; sc. 3; sc. 4. 
Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 3 ; so. 4. 

Lucf.tta, imiting-u'oman to Julia. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 7. 

Servants, Musicians. 


SCENE~In Verona, in Milan, and on the Frontiers 
OF Mantua. 


THE 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I . — An open place in 

Enter Valentine and Proteus. 

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus ; 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits ; 

Were ’t not affection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, 

I rather would entreat thy company, 

To see the wonders of the world abroad. 

Than, living dully sluggardiz’d at home. 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 

But, since thou lov’st, love still, and tlirive tlierein, 
Even as I would, when I to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu ! 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou, Imply, seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 

Wish me partaker in thy happiness, 

When thou dost meet good haj) : and in thy danger, 
If ever danger do environ thee, 

Commend fliy grievance to my holy prayers, 

For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

VaL And on a love-book pray for my success ? 
Pro, Upon some book I love, 1 ’ll pray for thee. 
Val. That ’s on some shallow story of deep love, 
How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont. 

Pro. That ’s a deep story of a deeper love ; 

For he was more than over shoes in love. 
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la 

VaX. T is true ; for you are over boots in love, 

And yet you never swam the Hellespont 
Pro. Over the boots f nay, give me not the boots.* •* 
Val. No, I will not, for it boots thee not. 

Pro. What ? 

Val. To be in love, where scorn is bought with groans \ 
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment s 
mirth 

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 

If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won ; 

However,'* but a foDy bought with wit. 

Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool. 
Val. So, by your circumstance,® I fear you ’ll prove. 
Pro. ’T is love you cavil at ; I am not love, 

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you : 

And he that is so yoked by a fool, 

Methinks should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Val. And writers say, as the most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn’d to folly ; blasting in the bud, 

Losing his verdure even in the prime, 

And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

But wherefore waste I time to counsel tliee. 

That art a votary to fond desire 9 
Once more adieu : my father at the road 
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp'd. 

* ffive m« not the boots. It is concluded that the allu- 
lion if to the instrument of torture called the boote. 

•* ffowetwr— in wliatsoever way. 

• Circumttanee. Proteus employs the word in the meaning 
of oiroumttaniial dsductum Valentine in that of potition. 
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Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 

VaL Sweet Proteus, no j now let us take our leave. 
To Milan let me hear from thee by letters, 

Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 

And I likewise will visit thee with mine. 

Pro. All happiness becliance to thee in Milan ! 

Val, AlS much to you at home ! and so, farewell. 

[Exit Valentine. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love ^ 

He leaves his friends to dignify them more ; 

I leave myself, my friends, and all for love, 

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me ; 

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, 

War with good counsel, set the world at nought ; 

Made wit witli musing weak, heart sick witli tliought 

Enter Speed. 

^eed. Sir Proteus, save you : Saw you my master ? 
Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan. 
^ed. Twenty to one dien he is shipp’d already ; 
And 1 have play’d the sheep ^ in losing him. 

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray, 

An if the shepherd be awhile away. 

^eed. You conclude that my master is a shepherd 
then, and I a sheep ^ 

Pro, I do. 

Speed. Why, then my boms are his horns, whether 1 
wake or sleep. 

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep. 

Speed. This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro. True ; and thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance. 
Pro. It shall go bard but 1 ’ll prove it by another. 
Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not tlsc 

• Sheep is pronounced ship in many English coiintiea 
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sheep tlie shepherd; but I seek my master, and my 
master seeks not me ; therefore, I am no sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, the 
sliepherd for food follows not the sheep ; tiiou for wages 
followest thy master, thy master for wages follows not 
thee : therefore, thou art a sheep. 

Speed. Such another jjroof will make me cry baa. 

Pro, But dost thou hear ? gav’st thou my letter to 
Julia? 

Speed. Ay, sir ; I, a lost mutton, gave your letter to 
her, a laced mutton ; and she, a laced mutton, gave 
me, a lost mutton, nothing for my labour ! 

Pro. Here ’s too small a pasture for such store of 
muttons. 

Speed, If die ground be overcharged, you were best 
stick her. 

Pro, Nay, in that you are astray ’t were best 
pound you. 

Speed, Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me 
for carrying your letter. 

Pro. You mistake ; I mean die pound, a pinfold. 

Speed. From a pound to a pin? fold it over and over, 
T is threefold too little for carrying a letter to your 
lover. 

Pro* But what said she ? did she nod ? [Spekd riode. 

Speed. I.^ 

Pro. Nod, I ; why, that ’s noddy. 

Speed. You mistook, sir; I say, she did nod; and 
you ask me if she did nod ; and 1 say, I. 

Pro. And that set togedier is— noddy. 

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it to- 
gether, take it for your pains. 

Pro. No, no, you shall have it for bearing the letter. 

Speed. Well, I perceive 1 must be fain to bear with you. 

" Aitrap, The adjective here should be read “a 
stray dieep. 

k JU-the old S[)ellinjj of tlie affirmative particle At/. 
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Pm Why, sir, how do you bear with me? 

Speed. Marry, sir, the letter very orderly; having 
nothing but the worc^ noddy, for my pains. 

Pro. Beshrew me, bat you have a quick wit 

^eed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow jnn^e. 

Pro. Come, come, open die matter in brief: wiiat 
said she? 

Speed. Open your purse, that the money, and tlie 
matter, may be both at once delivered. 

Pro, We)], sir, here is for your pains : Wliat said she? 

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you ’ll liardly win her. 

Pro. Why? Coiildst thou perceive so much from her? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all Irom her; 
no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your letter: 
And being so hard to me that brought your mind, I 
fear she ’ll prove as hard to you in telling your mind., 
Give her no token but stones ; for she ’s as hard as steel. 

Pro. What said she, — ^nothing ? 

Speed. No, not so much os— “Take tins for tliy 
pains.’* To testify your bounty, I thank you, you have 
testem’d* me; in requital whereof, henceforth carry 
your letters yourself; and so,* sir, I ’ll commend you 
to my master. 

Pro. Gk), go, be gone, to save your ship from wrack; 
Which cannot perish, having thee aboard, 

Being destin’d to a drier death on shore : — 

I must go find some better messenger ; 

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, 

Receiving diem from such a worthless post [Exoimt 

SCENE II. — The &ame. Garden of Julia’i House. 

Enter Julia aiid Lucetta. 

Jid. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 

Wouldst tliou then counsel me to fall in love? 

* You have testera’d me, A vevl) Is hare made out of Ihf 
name of a coin — tlio tester. 
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Lue, Ay, madam ; so you stumble not unheedfully. 
Jul. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen, 

That every day with parle encountet me, 

In thy opinion, which is worthiest love i 
Luc. Please you, repeat tlieir names, I ’ll show my 
mind 

According to my shallow simple skill. 

Jul. What think’st thou of the fair sir Eglamour ? 
Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine ; ' 

But, were I you, he never should be mine. 

Wliat think’st tliou of the rich Mercatio? 

/Luc. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so, so. 

/ Jul. What fliink’st tliou of the gentle Proteus ¥ 

/ Luc. Lord, Lord ! to see what folly reigns in us ! 

{ Jul. How now ! what means tliis passion at his namel 
Luc. Pardon, dear madam ; ’t is a passing shame, 
That I, unworthy body as I am, 

Should censure® thus on lovely gentlemen. 

JuJ. Wliy not on Proteus, as of all tlie rest ¥ 

Luc. Then tlius : of many good I tliink him best 

JuL Your reason ¥ S 

Luc. I have no other but a woman’s reason ; 

I think him so, because I tliink him so. 

Jul. And wouldst thou have me cast ray love on him ¥ 
Luc. Av, if you thought your love not cast away. 
Jul. Why, he of all the rest hath never mov’d me. 
Luc. Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. 
Jul. His little speaking shows his love but small. 
Luc. Fire that ’s closest kept bums most of all. 

Jul. They do not love that do not show tfwix love, 
Luc. O, they love least that let men know their love. 
Jul. I would 1 knew his mind. 

Luc. Peruse this paper, madam. 

Jut “To Julia,” — Say, from whom* 

Luc. That the contents will show 

Jul. Say, say ; who gave it thee ¥ 

• Ccnsvre—gixe rd opiniou. 
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Luc. Sir Valentine’s page; and sent, I think, from 
Proteus : 

He would have given it you, but I, being in the way, 
Did in your name receive it ; pardon the fault, I pray. 

Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker ! 

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines? 

To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 

Now, trust me, ’t is an office of great worth, 

And you an officer fit for the place. 

There, take the paper, see it be return'd ; 

Or else return no more into my sight. 

Luc. To plead fur love deserves more fee tlian hate. 
Jul. Will you be gone? 

Luc. That you may ruminate. 

Jul. And yet, I would I had o’erlook’d the letter. 

It were a shame to call her back again, 

And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 

What fool is she, that knows 1 am a maid. 

And would not force the letter to my view ! 

Since maids, in modesty, say No” to tliat 
Which they would have the proflferer construe “ Ay.’’ 
Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love. 

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse, 

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod ! 

How churlishly I cliid Lucetta hence, 

When willingly I would have had her here ! 

How angerly*^ I taught my brow to trown, 

When inward joy enforc’d my heart to smile ! 

My penance is, to call Lucetta back. 

And ask remission for my folly past : — 

What ho ! Lucetta ! 

Re-enier Lucetta. 

Luc. What would your ladyship ? 

Jul. Is ’t near dinner-time? 

Luc. I would it were ; 

• Angcrly, not angrily, was the adverb used in Sliakspere’s 
time. 

VOL. I. 
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That you might kill your stomach * on your meat, 

And not upon your maid. 

M. What is ’t that you 

Took up so gingerly f 
Lite, Nothing. 

Jul. Why didst thou stoop thent 

Luc. To take a pa])er up that I let fall. 

Jul. And is that paper nothing ^ 

Luc. Nothing concerning me. 

Jul. Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 

L'uc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhyme, 
Lw. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune ; 

Give me a note ; your ladyship can set.^ 

Jul. As little by such toys as may be possible : 

Best sing it to the tune of “ Light o’ love.”® 

Lttc. It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

Jul. Heavy ? belike it hatli some burthen theii. 

Luc. Ay ; and melodious were it, would you sing it. 
Jul. And why not you ? 

Luc. I cannot reach so high. 

Jul. Let ’s see your song How now, minion 
Luc. Keep tune them still, so you will sing it out : 
And yet, metliinks, 1 do not like this tune. 

Jul. You do not ? 

Luc. No, madam ; ’t is too sharp. 

Jul. You, minion, are too saucy, 

Luc. Nay, now you are too fla^ 

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant :4 
There wanteth but a mean® to fill your song. 

■ Stomach is here used iu the double sense of appetite, and 
obstinacy, or ill-tomper. 

compose. Julia plays upon the word iu the next line, 
in a different sense, — to set by being to make account of. 

* lAght o’ /ootf— the name of a dance tune. 

^ Lescant. The simnle air, in music, was called the “ plain 
or ground. The "descant ” was what we now call a 
** variation.” * Mean — the tenor. 
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Jul. The mean is drown’d with your unruly base. 
Jyuc. Indeed, I bid the base®^ for Proteus. 

JuL This babble shall not hencefortli trouble me. 
Here is a coil with protestation ! — [Tears the letter* 
Go, get you gone ; and let the papers lie : 

You would fingering them, to anger me. 

Lac. She makes it strange ; butshe would be bestpleas’d 
To be so anger’d with another letter. [Exit. 

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger’d with the same! 

0 hateful hands, to tear such loving word* ! 

Injurious wasps ! to feed on such sweet honey, 

And kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings ! 

1 ’ll kiss each several paper for amends. 

Look, here is writ — “ kind Julia — unkind Julia I 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy name against the bruising stones. 
Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain* 

And, here is writ — “ love-wounded Proteus — 

Poor wounded name I my bosom, as a bed. 

Shall lodge tliee, till thy wound be throughly heal’d j 
And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus written down ; 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word aw’ay,. 

Till I have found each letter in the letter, 

Except mine own name : that some whirlwind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock, 

And throw it thence into the raging sea ! 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,— 

** Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus, 

To the sweet Julia that I ’ll tear away ; 

And yet I will not, sith so prettily 
He couples it to his complaining names ; 

Thus will I fold them one upon another : 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you wilL 
Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc. Madam^ dinner is ready, and your father stays. 

* Lucettahere turns tbe allusion to the country game of 
or prison-base. 
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Jv2* Well, let us go. 

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales here! 
Jul. If you respect them, best to take tliem up. 

Ijuc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down : 
Yet here tliey shall not lie, for catching cold.”^ 

Jul. I see you have a montli’s mind^ to them. 

Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights you see; 
I see tilings too, although you judge I wink, 

Jul. Come, come, will ’t please you go i | Exeunt. 

SCENE III The same. A Iioo?n in Antonio’s 

House. 

Enter Antonio and Pantiiino. 

Ant. Tell me, Pantiiino, what sad® talk was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you in llie cloister f 
Pan. ’T was of his nephew Proteus, your son. 

Ant. Why, what of him ? 

Pan. He wonder’d that your lordship 

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home ; 

While other men, of slender reputation, 

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out : 

Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 

Some, to discover islands far away ; 

Some, to the studious universities. 

For any, or for all these exercises. 

He said that Proteus, your son, was meet ; 

And did request me to importune you, 

To let him spend liis time no more at home, 

Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor need’st thou much importune me to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time ; 

And bow he cannot be a perfect man, 

Not being tried and tutor d in the world : 

Experi«ice is by industry achiev’d, 

• For caUditng co/<i— lest they should catch cold. 

• Month** mind — desire for something. ® serious. 
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And perfected by the swift course of time ; 

Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him ? 

Pan. I think your lordship is not ignorant, 

How his companion, youtliful Valentine, 

Attends the emperor in his royal court 
Ant I know it well. 

Pan* Twere good, I tliink, your lordship sent him 
thither : 

Tliere shall he practise tilts and tournaments, 

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen ; 

And be in eye of every exercise, 

Worthy his youth and nobleness of birtli. 

Ant I like tliy counsel ; well hast thou advis'd : 
And, that thou mayst perceive how well 1 like it. 

The execution of it sliall make known : 

Even with the speediest expedition, 

I will despatch him to the emperor’s court. 

Pan> To-morrow, may it please you, don Alphonso, 
Witli odier gentlemen of good esteem, 

Are journeying to salute the emperor, 

And to commend their service to his will. 

Ant Good company; with tliem shall Proteus go : 
And, — in good time. — Now will we break with him.* 

Eiitei ' Proteus. 

Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life ! 

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 

Here is her oatli for love, her honour’s pawn : 

0, that our fathers would applaud our loves, 

To seal our happiness with their consents ! 

0, heavenly Julia! 

Ant How now? what letter are you reading there? 
Pro. May ’t please your lordship, ’t is a word or two 
Of commendation sent from Valentine, 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant licnd me the letter; let me see what news. 
Pro. There is no news, my lord ; but that lie writes 

■ Break with hiitU'^hTetik the matter to him- 
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How happily he lives, how well-belov’d, 

And daily graced by the emperor ; 

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish f 
Pro. As one relying on yoiir lordship’s will, 

And not depending on his friendly wish. 

Ant. My will is sometiiing sorted with his wish : 
Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will, and diere an end. 

I am resolv’d that thou shalt spend some time 
Widi Valentinus in the emperor’s court; 

What maintenance he from ms friends receives, 

Like exhibition*^ thou shalt have from me. 

To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided ; 

Please you, deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Look, what thou want'st shall be sent after thee : 
No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go. — 

Come on, Panthino ; you shall be employ’d 
To hasten on his expedition. [£a:eunt Ant. and Pan. 

Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the fire, for fear of burning, 
And drench’d me in the sea, where I am drown’d : 

I fear’d to show my father Julia’s letter. 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath he excepted most against my love. 

0, how this spring of love resembletli 
The uncertain glory of an April day ; 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 

.And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

Re-enter Panthino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you ; 

He is in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go. 

• Pro. Why, this it is ! my heart accords thereto ; 
And yet a thousand times it answers, No. [Exeunt. 

• Evhihiiicm — stipend, allowanoe. 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I. — Milan. A Room in the Duke’i Palace. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

Speed. Sir, your glove. 

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on. 

^eed. Why, then this may be yours, for tliis is but 
one.» 

Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it ’s mine 
Sweet ornament that decks a filing divine ! 

Ah Silvia ! Silvia ! 

Speed. Madam Silvia ! madam Silvia ! 

Val. How now, sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her ? 

i^eed. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook. 

Val. Well, you ’ll still be too forward. 

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for l>eing loo 
Blow. 

Val. Go to, sir ; tell me, do you know madam 
Silvia ? 

Speed. She that your worship loves ? 

Val. Why, how know you tliat I am in love 

Speed. Marry, by these special marks ; First, you 
have learned, like sir Proteus, to wreathe your arms 
like a malecontent ; to relish a love-song, like a ro- 
bin-redbreast ; to walk alone, like one that had the 
pestilence; to sigh, like a schoolboy that had lost his 
A.B.C. ; to- weep, like a yoimg wench that had buried 
her grandam ; to fast, like one mat takes diet ; to watch, 
like one that fears robbing ; to speak puling, like a 

• One was anciently pronounced at if it were written on* 



S4 TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. [Act IL 

l>eggar at Hallowmas. You were wont, when you 
laughed, to crow like a cock ; when you walked, to 
walk like one of the lions ; when you fasted, it was 
presently after dinner ; when you looked sadly, it was 
for want of money : and now you are metamorphosed 
with a mistress, that, when 1 look on you, I can hardly 
think you my master. 

Val, Are all these things perceived in me ? 

Sipeed. They are all perceived without ye. 

Val. Without me? tney cannot. 

Speed. Witliout you 9 nay, that ’s certain, for witli- 
out you were so simple, none else would : but you are 
so without these follies, that these follies are within 
you, and shine through you like the water in an urinal ; 
tliat not an eye that sees you but is a physician to com- 
ment on your malady. 

Val. But tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia ? 

Speed. She tliat you gaze on so, as she sits at supper? 

Val. Hast thou observed that? even she I mean. 

Speed. Why, sir, I know her not. 

Val. Dost Ihou know her by my gazing on her, and 
yet know’st her not ? 

Speed. Is she not hard favoured, sir ? 

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured. 

Speed. Sir, I know dmt well enough. 

Val. What dost tliou know ? 

Speed. That she is not so fair as (of you) well fa- 
voured. 

Val. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but her 
favour infinite. 

Speed. That ’s because the one is painted, and the 
other out of all count. 

' Val. How painted ? and how out of count ? 

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, that 
no man counts of her beauty. 

VcU. How esteemest thou me ? I account of her 
beauty. 
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Speed. You never saw her since she was deformed. 

Val How long hath she been deformed ? 

Speed. Ever since you loved her. 

Val. I have loved her ever since I saw her ; and 
still I see her beautifiil. 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Val Why? 

Speed, Because love is blind. 0, that you had 
mine eyes j or your own eyes had the lights they were 
wont to b^ve when you chid at sir Proteus for going 
ungartei//d 1 

/iVhat should I see then ? 

SpefL Your own present folly, and her passing de- 
forini^^ : for he, being in love, could not see to garter 
his i^*^e j and you, being in love, cannot see to put on 
yodr hose. 

pdl Belike, boy, then you are in love ; for last 
nK-iUing you could not see to wipe my shoes. 
l^eed. True, sir; I was in love with my bed: 1 
fjiiank you, you swinged me for my love, which makes 
the bolder to chide you for yours, 
i Val In conclusion, I stand affected to her. 

\f ^eed. I would you were set; so your affection 
^ would cease. 

I Val Last night slie enjoined me to write some lines 
to one she loves. 

Speed. And have you ? 

Val I have. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Val No, boy, but as well as I can do them 
Peace ! here she comes. 

Enter Silvia. 

Speed. 0 excellent motion I*' 0 exceeding puppet ! 
Now will he interpret to her. 

• *a puppet- show. 
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VaL Madam and mistreffl, a thousand good-morrows. 
Speed. 0, ’give ye good ev’n ! here ’s a million of 
manners. [Aside. 

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thou- 
sand. 

Speed, He should give her interest, and she gives it 
him. 

Val. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter, 
Unto the secret nameless friend of yours; 

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 

But for my duty to your ladyship. 

SiL I thank you, gentle servant : *t is very clerkly 
done. 

Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off ; 
For, being ignorant to whom jt goes, 

I writ at random, very doubtfolly. 

Sil, Perchance you think too much of so much 
pains? 

Val, No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write, 
Please you command, a thousand times as much : 

And yet, — 

Sil. A pretty period 1 Well, I guess the sequel ; 

And yet I will not name it ; — and yet I care not ; — 
And yet take this again ; — and yet I thank you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will ; and yet another yet 

[Aside. 

Val. What means your ladyship ? do you not like 
it? 

Sa Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ : 

But since imwillingly, take them again ; 

Nay, take them. 

Fal. Madam,' they are for you, 

Sil, Ay, ay, you writ them, sir, at my request 
But I will none of them ; they are for you ; 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val, Please you, I ’ll write your ladyship onothet. 
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SiL And when it ’s writ, for my sake read it over ; 
And if it please yon, so : if not, why so. 

Val, If it please me, madam ! what then? 

SiL Why, if it please you, take it for your labour. 
And so good morrow, servant ^ExU Silvia. 

^>eed* 0 jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible. 

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on a 
steeple ! 

My master sues to her; and she hath taught her 
suitor, 

He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 

0 excellent device ! was there ever heard a better, 
Tliat my master, being scribe, to himself should write 
the letter i 

Vdl. How now, sir ? what are you reasoning with 
yourself? 

Nay, I was rhyming ; ’t is you that have the 

reason. 

Val. To do what? 

J^)6ed. To be a spokesman irom madam Silvia. 

Val. To whom? 

^ed. To yourself; why, she wooes you by a figure, 
Val. What figure ? 

Speed. By a letter, I should say. 

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me ? 

Speed. What needs she, when she hath made you 
write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive the 
jest? 

Val. No, believe me. 

Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir : But did you 
perceive her earnest ? 

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word. 
Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter, 

Val. That ’s the letter I writ to her triend. 

J^ed. And that letter hatli she delivered, and fiiere 
an end. 

Val. I w^uld it were no worse. 
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Speed, I ’ll warrant you ’t is as well. 

For often have you writ to her ; and she, in modesty, 

Or else for want of idle time, could not a^in reply ; 

Or fearing else some messenger, that might her mind discover, 
Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto her Iotct,— 

All this I speak in print, * for in print I found it. — 
Why muse you, sir 't ’t is dinner-time. 

Val. I have dined. 

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir ; though the cameleon 
Love can feed on die air, I am one tliat am nourished 
by my victuals, and would fain have meat. 0, Le 
not like your mistress ; be moved, be moved.'* 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. — Verona. A Room in Julia « House. 

Enter Puoteus and Julia. 

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia. 

Jul. I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro. Wlien possibly I can, I will return. 

Jul If you turn not, you will return the sooner ; 
Keep diis remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 

[Giving a ring. 

Pro. Wliy, then we ’ll make exchange ; here, take 
you this. 

Jul And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

PiV. Here is my hand for my true constancy ; 

And when tliat hour o’erslips me in the day. 

Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for tliy sake, 

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness ! 

My father stays my coming ; answer not ; 

The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears ; 

That tide will stay me longer than I should : 

[EjrtV JtiLlA. 

Julia, farewell. — What! gone without a word ? 

• In ormf — with exactness. 

Be mowa— have compussioa ua ma. 
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Ay, so true love should do: it cannot speak; 

For trudi hath better deeds than words to grace it. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, you are stay'd for. 

Pro. Go ; I come, I come : — 

Alas! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. [Exeunt 

SCENE III. — The same, A Street 
Enter Launce, leading a Eog> 

Laun. Nay, ’t will be this hour ere I have done 
weeping j all the kind of die Launces have this very 
fault : I have received my proportion, like the prodi- 
gious son, and am going with sir Proteus to the impe- 
rial’s court. I think Crab my dog be the sourest- 
natui’ed dog that lives ; my mother weeping, my father 
wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, our cat 
wringing her hands, and all our house in a great per- 
plexity, yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one 
tear : he is a stone, a very pebble- stone, and has no 
more pity in him than a dog ; a Jew would have wept 
to have seen our parting; why, my grandam, having 
no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my parting. 
Nay, I ’ll show you the manner of it : This shoe is 
my father;— no, this left shoe* is my fatlier; no, no, 
this left shoe is my mother ; — nay, that cannot be po 
neither : — yes, it is so, it is so ; it hath the worser sole. 
This shoe, with the hole in it, is my mother, and tliis 
my fether ; A vengeance on ’t ! there ’t is : now, sir, 
this staff is my sister ; for, look you, she is as white as 
a lily, and as small as a wand ; this hat is Nan, our 
maid ; I am the dog no, the dog is himself, and I 
am the dog, — 0, the dog is me, and I am myself ; ay, 
so, so. Now come I to my father; ‘‘Father, your 
blessing now should not the shoe speak a word for 

» leftthoe. A passage in * King John’ also shows that 
each foot was formerly fitted with its shoe. 
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weeping j now should I kiss my father ; well, he weepe 
on : — now come I to my mother, (0, that she could 
speak now!) like a wood* woman ; — well, I kiss her;— 
why, there ’t is ; here ’s my mother’s breath up and 
down ; now come I to my sister ; mark the moan she 
makes ; now the dog all this while sheds n(?t a tear, 
nor speaks a word ; but see how I lay the dust with 
my tears. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard ; thy master is 
sliipped, and thou art to post after with oars. What ’s 
the matter? why weep’st thou, man? Away, ass; 
you ’ll lose the tide if you tarry any longer. 

Latin, It is no matter if the tied were lost ; for it is 
tne unkindest tied that ever man tied. 

Pan. What ’s the unkindest tide ? 

Laun. Why, he that ’s tied here ; Crab, my dog. 

Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou ’It lose the flood ; and, 
in losing the flood, lose thy voyage ; and, in losing thy 
voyage, lose thy master ; and, in losing thy master, 
lose thy service; and, in losing thy service, — Why 
dost thou stop my mouth ? 

Laun, For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue. 

Pan. Where should I Icwe my tongue ? 

Laun, In thy tale. 

Pan. In thy tail? 

Laun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and tlie mas- 
ter, and the service, and the tied ! Why, man, if the 
river were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears ; if 
the wind were down, 1 could drive the boat with my 
sighs. 

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call 
thee. 

Laun. Sir, call me what thou daiest. 

Pan. Wilt thou go? 

iMun. Well, I will go. 

■ mad, wild. 


[Egcetmt 
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SCENE IV. — Milan. A Room in th$ Duke’^ Palace^ 

Enter Valentine, Silvia, THxmio, and Speed. 

SU. Servant! 

Val. Mistress. 

Speed, Master, sir Thurio frowns on yotn 
Val. Ay, boy, it ’s for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 

Val, Of my mistress then. 

Speed. ’T were good you knocked him. 

Sil, Servant, you are sad. 

Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so. 

Thu, Seem you that you are not ? 

Val. Haply I do. 

Thu. So do counterfeits. 

Val, So do you. 

Thu. What seem I diat I am not ? 

Val. Wise. 

Thu. What instance of (he contrary ? 

Val. Your folly.* 

ThtL And how quote • you my folly ? 

Val, I quoted it in your jerkin. 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet 

Val. Well, then, I ’ll double your folly. 

Thu, How? 

SU. What, angry, sir Thurio ? do you change colour ? 
Val. Gdve him leave, madam ; he is a kind of ca> 
meleon. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood, 
than live in your air. 

Val, You have said, sir. 

• Qiiots— to mark. 

^ Qtiote was pronounced oote, from the old French after. 
Hence the quibble, 1 coat it in your jerim— your short-coat or 
jacket. 
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J’/iW. Ay, sir, and done too, for tliis time. 

Val. I know it well, sir ; you always end ere you 
begin. 

Sil. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly 
shot off. 

Val. ’T is indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

Sil. Who is tliat, servant ^ 

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the fire : 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship’s looks, 
And spends what he borrows, kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I 
shall make your wit bankrupt. 

Val. I know it well, sir ; you have an exchequer 
words, 

And, I think, no other treasure to give your followers; 
For it appears, by their bare liveries, 

That they live by your bare words. 

Sil No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes my 
fatlier. 


JSnter Duke. 

Duhe. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset. 
Sir Valentine, your father is in good healtli ; 

What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much g^xxi news ? 

Val My lord, I will be thankful 

To any happy messenger fiom thence. 

DuJte. Know you don Antonio, your countryman ? 
Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy estimation, 

And not without desert so well reputed. 

Duhe. Hath he not a son ? 

Val Ay, my good lord ; a son that well deserves 
The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duhe. You knov. him well 1 
Val I knew him, as myself ; for from our infancy 
We have convers’d and spent our hours together ; 



Scene IV.] TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


S3 


And though myself have been an idle truant, 

Omitting the sweet benefit of time 

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection, 

Yet hath sir Proteus, for that ’s his name, 

Made use and fair advantage of his days ; 

His years but young, but his experience old ; 

His head unmellow’d, but his judgment ripe j 
And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 

He is complete in feature,* and in mind, 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke. Beslirew me, sir, but if he make this good, 

He is as worthy for an empress’ love, 

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor. 

Well, sir ; tliis gentleman is come to me, 

With commendation from great potentates ; 

And here he means to spend his time a-while : 

I think ’t is no imwelcome news to you. 

Vat Should I have wish’d a thing, it had Ix^en he. 
Dxtke, Welcome him then according to liis wortli; 
Silvia, I speak to you : and you, sir Thurio : — 

For Valentine, I need not ’cite him to it : 

I will send him hither to you presently. [Exit Duke. 

Vat This is the gentleman I told your ladyship 
Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

Sit Belike, that now she batli enfranchis’d them, 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Vat Nay, sure I think she holds them prisoners still. 
Sit Nay, then he should be blind ; ana, being blind, 
How could he see his way to seek out you ? 

Vat Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 

Thu. They say Aat love hath not an eye at all — 
Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself ; 

'Upon a homely object love can wink. 

• Feature (form or fashion) was applied to the body as well 
as the faoe. 

VOL. I. 
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Enter Proteus. 

Sil, Have done, have done ; here comes the gentleman. 
Vah Welcome, dear Proteus! — Mistress, I beseech 
you, 

Confirm his welcome with some special favour. 

Sil. His worth is warrant for ms welcome hither. 

If this be he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 

Val. Mistress, it is ; sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant. 

Pro, Not so, sweet lady; but too mean a servant 
To liave a look of such a woi-thy mistress. 

Val. Leave off discourse of disability : — 

Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. 

PrOk My duty will I boast of, nothing else. 

Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed ; 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress. 

Pro. 1 ’ll die on him that says so, but yourself. 

Sil, That you are welcome ? 

Pro. No j that you are worthless. 

Thu. Madam, my lord your father would speak with 
you. 

SU, I wait upon his pleasure. Come, sir Thurio, 
Go with me ; — once more, new servant, welcome : 

I ’ll leave you to confer of home aflairs ; 

When you have done, we look to hear from you. 

Pro. We ’ll both attend upon your ladyship. 

; [Exeunt Silvia, Thurio, and Speed. 
Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence you 
came ? 

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much 
commended. 

Val. And how do yours ? 

I left them all in health. 
V il. How does your lady? and how thrives your love? 
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you j 
I know you joy not in a love-discourse. 
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Vah Ay, Proteua, but that life is alter’d no^v : 

I have done penance for contemning love ; 

Whose hi^ imperious thoughts have punish’d mo 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans. 

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs j 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love. 

Love hath chas’d sleep from my entlnalled eyes, 

And made them watchers of mine own heart’s sorrow. 
O, gentle Proteus, love ’s a mighty lord ; 

And hath so humbled me, as, I confeiw, 

There is no woe to his correction,^ 

Nor to his service no such joy on earih ! 

Now, no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep. 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye j 
Was this the idol that you worship so^ 

Vah Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint ? 
Pro. No ; but she is an earthly paragon. 

Val, Call her divine. 

Pro. I will not flatter her. 

Val. O, flatter me; for love delights in praises. 
Pro. When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills ; 
And I must minister the like to you. 

Val. Then speak the truth by her; if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principality, 

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

Val. Sweet, except not any ; 

Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own 1 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too : 

She shall be dignified with this high honour,—- 
To bear my lady’s train ; lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss, 

And, of so great a favour growing proud, 

• There is no woe compared to his correction. 
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Disdain to root tlie summer-swelling flower, 

And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this 1 
Val. Pardon me, Proteus : all I can is nothing 
To her, whose worth makes other worthies nothing j 
She is alone. 

P?*o. Then let her alone. 

Val, Not for tlie world ; why, man, she is mine own ; 
And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty sea?, if all tlieir sand were pearl, 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee, 

Because thou seest me dote upon my love. 

My foolish rival, that her father likes, 

Only for his possessions are so huge, 

Is gone with her along ; and I must after, 

For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 

Pro. But she loves you? 

Val, Ay, and we are betroth’d : Nay, more, ctu 
marriage hour. 

With all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin’d of: how I must climb her window i 
The ladder made of cords ; and all the means 
Plotted, and ’greed on, for my happiness. 

Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber, 

In these affiairs to aid, me witli thy counsel. 

Pro. Go on before ; I shall inquire you forth ; 

I must unto the road,® to disembark 
Some necessaries that I needs must use ; 

And then I ’ll presently attend you. 

* VaL Will you make haste? 

Pro. I will.— \ExU Val. 

Even as one heat another heat expels, 

Or as one nail by strength drives out another, 

So the remembrance of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 

• 5oa<i— open harbour. 
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Is it lier mien, or Valentinus' praise, 

Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 

That makes me reasonless, to reason ihus ? 

She is fair *, and so is Julia, that I love ; — 

That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d ; 

Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire, 

Bears no impression of the thing it was. 

Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold ; 

And that I love him not, as I was wont : 

O ! but I love his lady too, too much ; 

And that 's the reason I love him so little. 

How shall I dote on her with more advice, 

That thus without advice begin to love her ! 

T is but her picture I have yet beheld. 

And tliat hath dazzled my reason’s light ; 

But when I look on her perfections, 

There is no reason but I shall be blind. 

If I can check my erring love, I will ; 

If not, to compsws her I '11 use my skill. [ExiL 

SCENE V . — The mme. A Street 
Enter Speed and Launch. 

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to Milan. 
Laun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth; for I am 
not welcome. I reckon this always — that a man is 
never undone till he be hanged ; nor never welcome 
to a place till some certain shot be paid, and the 
hostess say, Welcome. 

Speed, Come on, you madcap, I '11 to the ale- 
house with you presently ; where, for one shot of five- 
pence, thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. But, 
sirrah, how did tfiy master part witlr madam Julia? 

Latin. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they 
parted very fairly in jest. 

S^eed. But shall she marry him ? 

Laun. No. 
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Speed. How tiion ? shall he many her ? 

Laun. No, neither. 

Speed. What^ are they broken ? 

Laun. No, they are both as wliole as a fish. 

Speed. Why then, how stands tlie matter with 
them ¥ 

Lcmn. Marry, tlius; when it stands well withthim, 
it stands well with her. 

Speed. What an ass art thou ! I understand thee not 

Laun. W^hat a block art thou, that thou canst not ! 
My staff understands me. 

Speed. What thou say’st? 

Laun. Ay, and what I do, too : look thee, I ’ll but 
lean, and my staff imderstands me. 

Speed. It stands imder thee, indeed. 

Laun. Why, stand under and understand is all one. 

Speed. But tell me true, will ’t be a match 9 

Laun. Ask my dog : if he say ay, it will ; if he 
say no, it will j if he shake his tail, and say nothing, 
it will. 

Speed. The conclusion is tiien, tliat it will. 

Laun. Thou sholt never get such a secret from me 
but by a parable. 

Sp^. T is well that I get it so. But, Launce, 
how say’st tliou, that my master is become a notable 
lover 9 

Laun. I never knew him otlierwise. 

^eed. Than how 9 

£aww. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him to be. 

. S^eed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest roe. 

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee, I meant tiiy 
master. 

^peed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot lover. 

Laun. Why, I tell thee, 1 care not though he bum 
himself in love. If thou wilt, go with me to the ale- 
house j if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not 
worth the name of a Christian. 
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Speed, Why. 

Laun. Because thou hast not so much charity iu tliee 
as to go to the ale • with a Christian : Wilt thou go ^ 
^eed. At thy service. [Exeunt 

SCENE VI . — The same. A Room in the Palace. 

^ Enter Pboteus. 

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn j 
To love fair Silvia, sliall I be forsworn ; 

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn ; 

And even that power, which gave me first my oath, 
Provokes me to tliis ^eefold perjury. 

Love bade me swear, and love bids me forswear : 

0 sweet-suggesting love, if tliou hast siiin’d, 

Teach me, tliy tempted subject, to excuse it. 

At first I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worsiiip a celestial sun. 

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken , 

And he wants wit that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. — 

Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad, 

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast yreferr’d 
With twenty ^ousand soul-confirming oaths. 

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do; 

But there 1 leave to love, where I should love. 

Julia I lose, and Valentine 1 lose ; 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself ; 

If I lose them, tiius find I by their loss, 

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend : 

For love is still most precious in itself : 

And Silvia, witness Heaven, that made her fair I 
Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiojie. , 

1 will forget that Julia is alive, 

Remembering that mv love to her is dead 
And Valentine I ’U hold an enemy, 

• Ale~~^ nu-al festival or church holiday. 
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Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself. 

Without tome treachery us’d to Valentine 
This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder 
To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window ; 

Myself in counsel, his competitor : 

Now presently I ’ll give her father notice 
Of their disguising, and pretended * flight ; 

Who, all enrag’d, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter : 

But, Valentine being gone, I ’ll quickly cross, 

By some sly trick, blunt 'Kiurio’s dull proceeding. 
Xiove, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, 

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! [JElxiU 

SCENE VII. — Verona. A Room in Julia’s Kousc. 

Enter Julia and Lucbtta. 

Jut. Counsel, Lucetta ! gentle girl, assist me ! 

And, even in kind love, I do conjure tliee, — 

Who art the tabled wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character’d and engrav’d, — 

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean, 

How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A Journey to my loving Proteus. 

Lite. Alas ! the way is wearisome and long. 

Jul. A tnie-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; 

Much less shall she that hatli love’s wings to fly j 
And when the flight is made to one so dear, 

Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus. 

Iaic. Better forbear, till Proteus make return. 

JwX O, k^jow’st thou not, his looks are my soul’s food ? 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in. 

By longing for that food so long a time. 

■ Pretended — intended. 

•» TaWc— table-book, or tables, for noting down something 
to be remembered. 
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Didst thou but know the inly toxich of love, 

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow, 

As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc, I do not seek to> quench your love’s hot fire; 
But qualify tlie fire’s extreme rage, 

Lest it should bum above the bounds of reason. 

JuX. The more thou damm’st it up, the more it burns 
Tlie current that with gentle murmur glides, 

Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage ; 
But, when his fair course is not hindered. 

He makes sweet music with the enamell’d stones, 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 

And so by many winding nooks he strays. 

With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my course ; 

I ’ll be as patient as a gentle stream, 

And make a pastime of each weary step, 

Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 

And there I ’ll rest, as, after much turmoil, 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Luo, But in what habit will you go along ? 

Jul, Not like a woman ; for I would prevenl 
The loose encounters of lascivious men : 

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 

Luc. Why, then your ladyship must cut your hair. 
Jul, No, girl ; 1 ’ll knit it up in silken strings, 
With twenty odd-conceited tme-love knots ; 

To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater lime than I shall show to be. 
lAUi, What fashion, madam, shall 1 make your 
breeches ? 

Jul, That fits as well as — “Tell me, good my lord, 
What compass will you wear your farthingale 
Why, ev’n what fashion thou best lik’st, Lucetta. 

Luc, You must needs have them with a cod-piece^ 
madam. 
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JuL Out, out, Lucetta \ that will be ill-favour’d. 
Luc. A round hose, madam, now ’a not worth a pin, 
Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on. 

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov’st me, let me have 
What thou think’st meet, and is most mannerly. 

But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me, 

For undertaking so mistaid a journey ? 

I fear me, it will make me scandaliz’d. 

Z/uc. If you think so, then stay at home, and go not. 
Jul. Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 

If Proteus like your journey, when you come, 

No matter who ’s displeas’d, when you are gone ; 

I fear me, he will scarce be pleas’d withal. 

Jul. That is tlie least, Lucetta, of my fear ; 

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears. 

And instances of infinite ® of love. 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 

Jul. Base men, that use them to so base effect ! 

But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birtli : 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart j 
His heart as far from fraud as heaven from eartli. 

Luc. Pray Heaven he prove so, when you come to him, 
Jul. Now, as thou lov’st me, do him not that wrong, 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 

Only deserve my love, by loving him ; 

And presently go with me to my chamber, 

To take a note of what I stand in need of. 

To fiimish me upon my longing journey. 

All that is mine I leave at Ay dispose, 

^y goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

IMy, in lieu Aereof, despatch me hence : 

Come, answer not, but to it presently ; 

I am impatient of my tarriance. 

» infinity. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Milan. An AntM'Oom in the Dwke’s 
Palace, 

Enter Duke, Thurio, and ProtIeus. 

Euke, Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile ; 
We have some secrets to confer about. \Exit Thurio. 
Now, tell me, Proteus, what s your will with me ? 

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would discover, 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal : 

But, when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me, undeserving as I am, 

My duty pricks me on to utter that 

Which else no worldly good should draw from me. 

Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my friend, 

This night intends to steal away your daughter; 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. 

I know you have determin’d to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates ; 

And should she thus be stolen away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus, for my duty’s sake, I radier chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift, 

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A j)ack of sorrows, which would press you down, 

Bemg un^^vented, to your timeless ^ave. 

Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care ; 
Which to requite, coigmand me while I live. 

Tiis love of tiieirs myself have often seen, 

Haply, when they have judg’d me fast asleej) ; ' 

Ana oftenrimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court : 
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But, fearing lest my jealous aim ^ might err, 

And BO, unworthily, disgrace the man, 

(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d,) 

I gave him gentle loots ; thereby to find 
That which thyself host now disclos’d to me. 

And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,^ 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower. 

The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 

And thence she caimot be convey’d away. 

Pro, Know, noble lord, they have devis’d a mean 
How he her chamber-window will ascend, 

And with a corded ladder fetch her down j 
For which the youthful lover now is gone. 

And this way comes he with it presently ; 

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 

But, g(X)d my lord, do it so cunningly, 

That my discovery be not aimed at ; 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence.® 
iHike, Upon mine honour, he shall never know 
That I had any light from thee of tliis. 

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; sir Valentine is coming. [PJxIt 

Enter VAnENTiNB. 

Di(Jke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast? 

Fal. Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear ray letters to my friends, 

And I am going to deliver them. 

J}vk$. tliey of much import ? 

Vail. The tenor of them doth but signify 
My health, and happy being at your court 
Duke, Nay, then no matter ; stay with me a while ; 

I am to break with thee of some hfiairs. 

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret 

• .Aim— 'jmr pose, Intention. ^ Swppaitfld— tempted. 

« design. 
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’T is not unknown to tltee, that I have sought 
To match my friend, sir Thurio, to my daughter.. 

FaL I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the match 
Were rich and honourable; besides, tlie gentleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter : 

Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke. No, trust me ; she is peevish, sullen, frowarvl, 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ; . 

Neither regarding that she is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father : 

And, may I say to thee; this pride of hers, 

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her ; 

And, where * I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should have been cherish’d by her child-like duty, 

I now am full resolv’d to take a wife, 

And turn her out to who will take her in : 

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 

For me and my possessions she esteems not 

Val What would your |^ce have me to do in this? 
Dtike. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here, 

Whom I affect ; but she is nice, and coy, 

And nought esteems my aged eloquence : 

Now, therefor^ would I have thee to my tutor, 

^or long agone I have forgot to court : 

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang’d ;) 

How, and which way, I may bestow myself, 

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not words ; 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, 

More tnan quick words, do move a woman's mind. 
Dvke. But she did scorn a present that I sent her. 
Val, A woman sometimes scorns what best contents 
her : 

Send her another ; never give her o’er ; 

For socnn at first makes after-love the more. 

» /F/ter*— whereat* 
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If sbe do frown, 't is not in hate of you, 

But rather to b^et more love in you : 

If she do chide, ’t is not to have you gone ; 

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say : 

For get you gone,” she dotli not mean ‘‘away 
Flatter, and praise, commend, extol their graces ; 
Though ne’er so black, say they, have angels’ faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man. 

If with liis tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Dulte, But, she I mean is promis’d by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ; 

And kept severely from resort of men, 

That no man Imth access by day to her. 

Val. Why, then I would resort to her by night. 
Duhe, Ay, but the doors be lock’d, and keys kept safe, 
That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

Val, What lets,* but one may enter at her window ? 
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground $ 
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without ^parent hazard of his life. 

Val. Why, then, a ladder, quaintly, made of cords, 
To cast up with a mir of anchoring hooks, 

Would serve to scale another Hero’s tn^jj^r. 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood. 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder 

Val. When would you use it? pray, sir, tell me that 
Duke, This very night ; for love is like a child, 

That longs for everything that he can come by. 

' VaZ. By seven o’clock I ’ll get you such a ladder. 
Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone ; 

How shall I best convey the ladder thither I 

Val, It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak, that is of any length. 

Dvke, A cloak as long as thine wiD serve the turn t 
■ iwrtf— hinders. 
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VcU, Ay, my good lord. 

iHike. Then let me see thy cloak : 

I ’ll get me one of such another length. 

Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lortl. 
Duke* How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak f — 
y thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. — 
t letter is this same? What ’s here ? — To Silvia”? 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ! 

I ’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. 

** My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly ; 

And slaves they are to me, that send them flying ; 

O, could their muster come and go as lightly. 

Himself would lodge, where senseless tliey are lying. 

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ; 

Wiiile I, their king, that thither them importune. 

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath bless'd them, 
Because myself do want my servants’ fortune ; 

I curse myself, for they ate sent by me, 

That they should harbour where tncir lord should be*” 

Wbat ’s Here ? 

“ Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thcc 

’T is 80 ; and here ’s the ladder for the purpose. 

Why, Phaeton, (for thou art Meroj^’ son,) 

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car, 

And with thy daring folly bum tbe world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee ? 

Gk), base intruder ! overweening slave ! 

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates ; 

And think my patience, more than thy desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence ; 

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours, 
Which, all too mucti, I have bestow’d on thee. 

But if thou linger in my territories, 

Longer than swiftest expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By Heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter, or thyself. 
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Be gone ; I will not hear thy vain exciwe, 

But, 88 thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence. 

[Exit Duke. 

Val, And why not death, rather than living torment ? 
To die, is to be banish’d from myself ; 

And Silvia is myself: banish’d from her, 

Is self from self : a deadly banishment ! 

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by? 

Unless it be to think that she is by. 

And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except 1 be by Silvia in the night, 

There is no music in the nightingale j 
Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 

There is no day for me to look upon ; 

She is my essence ; and I leave to be. 

If 1 be not by her fair influence 
Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive. 

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom ; 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But, fly I hence, 1 fly away from life. 

Enter Proteus and Launos. 

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out. 

Laun, So-ho! so-ho! 

Pro. What seest thou? 

Laun. Him we go to find : 

There ’s not a hair on ’s head, but ’t is a Valentine. 
Pro. Valentine? 

Val No. 

Pfo. Who then ? his spirit ? 

Val Neither. 

Pro. What then? 

Val Nothing. 

Imu^. Can nothing speak? Master, sliall I strike? 
Pro. Who wouldst thou strike ? 

Lomn Nothing. 
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Pf'o, VillaiJi, forbear. 

Lam, Why, sir, I ’ll strike nothing : I pray you,— • 
Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear : Friend Valentine, a word. 
Val. My ears are stopp’d, and cannot hear good new^ 
So much of bad already hath possess’d them. 

Pro, Then in dumb silence will I bury mine, 

For they are harsh, imtuneable, and bad. 

Val, la Silvia dead? 

Pro, No, Valentine. 

Vat No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia! — 
Hath she forsworn me? 

Pro, No, Valentine. 

Val, No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me !— 
What is your news ? 

Laun, Sir, there is a proclamation tliat you are va- 
nished. 

Pro, That thou art banished. 0, that ’s the news ; 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me, tliy friend. 

Val, 0, I have fed upon this woe already. 

And now excess of it will make me surfeit. 

Doth Silvia know that I am banished 9 
Pro, Ay, ay ; and she hath offer’d to the doom 
(Which, unrevers’d, stands in effectual force) 

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 

Thoite at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d ; 

With them, upon her knees, her humble self; 

Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became tliem, 
As if but now tliey waxed pale for woe : 

But neither bend^ knees, pure bands held up. 

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silve^shedding tears, 

Could ^etrate her uncompassionate sire; 

But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 

Besides, her intercession chaf’d him so, 

When she for thy repeal, was suppliant 
That to close prison he commanded her, 

With many bitter threats of ’biding there. 

Val, No more; unless the next word that thou speak’st 
VOL. I4 D 
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Have some malignant power upon my life ; 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it m mine ear, 

As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not help, 
And study help for that which thou lament’st. 

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ; 

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 

Hope is a lover’s staff ; walk hence with that, 

And manage it against despairing thoughts. 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence i 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love.* 

The time now serves not to expostulate : 

Come, I ’ll convey thee through the city gate ; 

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs ; 

As thou lov’st Silvia, though not for thyself, 

Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Val. I pray thee, Laimce, an if thou seest my boy, 
Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north gate. 
Pro, Go, sirrali, find him out. Come, Valentine. 
Val. 0 my dear Silvia ! hapless Valentine ! 

[Exeunt Valentine and Proteus. 
Laun, I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have 
the wit to think my master is a kind of a knave ; but 
that ’s all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not 
now that knows me to be in love : yet I am in love; 
but a team of horse shall not pluck that from me; nor 
who ’t is I love, and yet ’t is a woman : but. what wo- ^ 
man, I will not tell myself; and yet ’t is a milkmaid; 
yet ’t is not a maid, for she bath had gossiw : yet ’t is 
a maid, for she is her master’s maid, and serves for 

• Even in the milk-white ho$m of thy love. The lady of thf 
sixteenth century hod a small pocket in the front of her stays 
in which she earned her letters, and other matters which she 
fOufld. 
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wapes. She bath more qualities than a water-spaniel,— 
which is much in a bare Christian. Here is the cate- 
log out a paper] of her conditions. Imprimis, 

^ She can fetch and carry.” Why, a horse can do no 
more : nay, a horse cannot fetch, but only carry ; there- 
fore is she better than a jade. Item, “ She can milk j” 
look you, a sweet virtue in a maid with clean hands. 
£nter Speed. 

Speed. How now, signior Launce? what news with 
your mastership ? 

Zaun. With my master’s ship ? why, it is at sea. 

l^eed. Well, your old vice still ; mistake the word ; 
What news then in your paper ? 

Zaun. The blackest news that ever thou heard’st. 

Speed. Why, man, how black ? 

Zaun. Why, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. 

Zaun. Fie on tliee, jolt-head! thou canst not read, 

^ed. Thou liest, I can. 

lAiun. I will try thee: Tell me this: Who begot 
thee"? 

^eed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Zaun. O illiterate loiterer! it was the son of tliy 
grandmother ; this proves that tliou canst not read. 

Speed. Come, fool, come ; try me in thy paper. 

Zaun. There ; and St, Nicholas be thy speed ! 

Speed. Imprimis, ‘‘ She can milk.” 

Zam. Ay, that she can. 

Speed. Item, “ She brews good ale.” 

Zaun. And thereof comes the proverb, — Blessing of 
your heart, you brew good ale. 

^ S^eed. Item, ‘‘She can sew.” 

Zcnm. That ’s as much as to say, can she so f 

^ed. Item, “ She can knit” 

Zmtn. What need a man care for a stock with a 
wench, when she can knit him a stock?® 

• (StocA— stocking. 
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Speed, Item, “ She can wash and scout.” 

Lam, A special ■virtue ; for then she need not be 
washed and scoured. 

Speed. “ She can sjjin.” 

iMun. Tlien may 1 set the world on wheels, when 
slie can spin for lier living. 

Speed. Item, “ She hath many nameless virtaes.” 
Laun. That ’s as much as to say, bastard virtues ; 
l})at, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have 
no names. 

Speed. ‘‘ Here follow her vices.” 

Laun. Close at the heels of her virtues. 

S^eed. Item, “ Slje is not to be kissed fasting, in re- 
spect of her breath.” 

Laun. Well, that fault may bo mended with a 
breakfast ; Read on. 

^ed. Item, “ She hath a sweet mouth.” 

Laun, That makes amends for her sour breath. 

Speed. Item, She doth talk in her sleep.” 

Laun. It ’s no matter for that, so she sleep not in 
her talk. 

Speed. Item, “ She is slow in words.” 

Laun. 0 villain, tliat set this down among her 
vices) 

To be slow in words is a woman’s only virtue : 

I pray thee, out with ’t ; and place it for her chief 
virtue. 

Speed. Item, “ She is proud.” 

Laun. Out with that too; it was Eve’s legacy, 

And cannot be ta’en from her. 

, Speed. Item, She hath no teeth.” 

I care not for tliat neither, because I love ^ 

crusts. 

Speed. Item, “ She is curst,” 

Laun. Well ; the best is, she hath no teeth to bite. 
Sipeed. " She will often praise her liquor.” 

Laun, If her liquor be good, she shall : if will 
not, I will ; for good things should be praised. 
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^ed. Item, “ She is too liberal.” 

Latm, Of her tongue she cannot ; for tliat ’s writ 
down she is slow of; of her purse she shall not; for tliat 
1 11 keep shut : now of another thing she may ; and 
diat cannot I help. Well, proceed. 

Speed. Item, “ She hatli more hair than wit,® and 
more faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults,” 

Laun* Stop there ; 1 11 have her ; she was mine, and 
no! mine, twice or tbice in that last article ; Rehearse 
that once more. 

Speed, Item, She hatli more hair tlian wit,” — 

Laun. More hair than wit, — it may be ; 1 11 prove 
it ; The cover of the salt hides tlie salt, and therefore 
it is more than the salt ; tlie hair that covers the wit is 
more than the wit; for the greater hides the less. 
What ’s next? 

Speed. — “ And more faults than hail's,” — 

Laun. That ’s monstrous : 0, tliat that were out ! 

Speed. — And more wealth than faults.” 

Lau^ Why, that word makes the faults gracious: 
Well, 1 11 have her ; And if it be a match, as nothing 
is impossible,— 

Speed. What then? 

Laun. Wliy, then will I tell thee, — that thy master 
stays for thee at the north gate. 

Speed, For me ? 

Laun. For thee? ay : who art thou? he hatli stayed 
for a better man than thee. 

Speed. And must I go to him ? 

Laun. Thou must ran to him, for thou hast stayed 
so long, that going will scarce serve the turn. 

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? ’pox of your 
love-letters! \Exit. 

Laun. Now will he be swinged for reading my letter ; 
An unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself into se- 
9re|s ! — I ’ll after, to rejoice in the boy’s correction. [Exit, 
‘ An old Englitli pro veil). 
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SCENE II.— same. A Mom in the Duke’» 
Palace. 

Enter Duke and Thubio ; Proteus behind, 

Duke. Sir Tliiirio, fear not but limt she will love 
you, 

Now Valentine is banish’d from her sight 
Thu. Since his exile she hath despis’d me mosi, 
Forsworn my company, and rail’d at me, 

That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Ti*enched * in ice ; which with an hour’s heat 
Dissolves to water, and dofii lose his form. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

And worthless Valentine sliall be forgot. — 

How now, sir Proteus ? Is your coimtryman, 
According to our proclamation, gone ? 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. 

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously. 

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 
Duke. So I believe j but Thurio thinks not so.—* 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee 

g 'or thou hast shown some sign of good desert) 
akes me the better to confer with thee, 

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace, 

Let me not live to look upon your grace. 

Duke. Thou know’st how willingly I would effect 
Tlie match between sir Thurio and ray daughter. 

Pro. I do, my lord. 

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my will. 

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 
Duke, Ay, and perversely she persevers so. 

What might we do, to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love sir Thurio f 
» Trenched^-^i. 
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Pro. The best way is, to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and ^r descent j 
Three things that women highly hold in bate. 

Duhe. Ay, but she ’ll think that it is ipoke in hate. 
Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 

Therefore it must, with circumstance, be sp^en 
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Dvike. Then you must imdertake to slander him. 
Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do : 

’T is an ill office for a gentleman ; 

Especially, against his very ^ friend. 

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 

Therefore the office is indifferent, 

Being entreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail’d, my lord : if I can do it, 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise, 

She shall not long continue love to him. 

But say, this we^ her love from Valentine, 

It follows not that she will love sir Thurio. 

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from him, 
Lest it should ravel, and be ^ood to none, 

You must provide to bottom it on me ; 

Which must be done by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise sir Valentine. 

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this 
kindj 

Because we know, on Valentine’s report, 

You are already love’s firm votary. 

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 

Upon this warrant shall you have access 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large j 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 

And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you j 
Where you may temper her, by your persuasion, 

To hate ymmg Valentine, and love my friend. 

■ r<?ry— tru6i real. 
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Pro* Ai much as I can do, I will effect 
But you, sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 

Yoii must lay lime, to tangle her desires, 

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows. 

Duk$. Ay, much is the force of heaven-bred poesy. 
Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart 
Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line, 

That may discover such integrity : 

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews ; 

’Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones, 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsound^ de^ys to dance on sands. 

After your dire lamenting elegies, 

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window, 

With some sweet conceit *. to their instruments 
Tune a deploring dump;* the night’s dead silence 
Will well become such sweet complaining grievance. 
This, or else nothing, will inherit^ her. 

This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 
T/tu. And thy advice this night I ’ll put in practice. 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 

Let us into the city presently 

To sort ^ some gentlemen well skill’d in music : 

I have a sonnet tliat will serve the turn. 

To give the onset to thy good advice. 

JDu^. About it, gentlemen. 

Pro. We ’ll wait upon your grace till after supper j 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

Even now about it; I will pardon you. 

- 

• JDujnp—a mournM elegy. 

* /jiAen'Mibtuln jKJSScssion of. ® Sort— choose. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1. — A Forest, mar Mantua. 

Enter certain Outlaws. 

1 Out. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a pas^ger. 

2 Out. It there be ten, shrink not, but down with ’em. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have about 

you; 

If not, we T1 make you sit, and rifle you. 

Speed. Sir, we are undone ! tliese are tlie villains 
Tliat all the travellers do fear so much. 

Vat. My friends,— 

1 Out. That ’s not so, sir ; we are your enemies. 

2 OiU. Peace ! we 11 hear him. 

3 Otit. Ay, by my beard, will we ; for he is a proper 

man ! 

Val. Then know, that I have little wealth to lose ; 

A man I am cross'd with adversity : 

My riches are these poor habiliments, 

Of which if you should here disfumish me, 

You take the sum and substance that 1 have. 

2 Out. Wliither travel you ? 

Val. To Verona. 

I Out Whence came you ? 

Val. From Milan. 

3 Out Have you long sojourn’d there? 

VaL Some sixteen months ; and longer migiit have 
stay’d, 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
i Out What, were you banish'd thence If # 

Val I was. 
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^ Otd. For what offence? 

Val For that which now tormenta me to rehearse ; 

I kill’d a man, whose death I much repent j 
But yet I slew him manMly in fight, 

Without false vantage, or base treachery. 

1 Out, Why, ne’er repent it, if it were done lo : 

But were you banish’d ror so small a fault? 

Val. I was, and held me glad of such a doom. 

1 Out. Have you the tongues ? 

Val. My youthful travel therein made me happy ; 
Or else I often liad been miserable. 

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s fat friar, 
Tliis fellow were a king for our wild faction ! 

1 Out. We ’ll have him ; sirs, a word. 

^eed. Master, be one of them ; 

It is an honourable kind of thievery. 

Val. Peace, viUain I 

2 Out Tell us this : Have you anything to take to ? 
Val. Nothing but my fortune. 

3 Out Know tlien, that some of us are gentlemen, 
Such as the fiiry of ungovera’d youth 

Thrust from the company of awM “ men : 

Myself was finm Verona banished, 

For practising to steal away a lady, 

An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

2 Out And 1 from Mantua, for a gentleman, 
Whom, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart 

1 Out And I, for such like petty crimes as these. 
But to the purpose, — for we cite our faults, 

That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives, 

And, partly, seeing you are beautifietl 
Wifii goodly shape ; and by your own report 
A linguist ; and a man of such perfection, 

As we do in our qxiality much want 

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish’d man, 
#’herefore, above the rest, we parley to you ; 

• lawful, 
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Are you content to tw our general 1 
To inake a virtue of necessity, 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness ? 

3 OtU. What say’st thou Y wilt thou be of our consort ? 
Say, ay, and be the captain of us all : 

We ’ll do thee homage, and be rul’d by thee, 

Love thee as our commander, and our long. 

1 Out But if thou scorn our courtesy, tiiou diest 

2 Out* Thou shalt not live to brag .^hat we have 

offer’d. 

VcU. I take your offer, and will live with you ; 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On silly women, or poor passengers, 

3 Out No, we detest such vile base practices. 

Come, go with us, we ’ll bring thee to our crews, 

And show thee all the treasure we have got ; 

Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. [Exeunt 

SCENE IL— Milan. CouH of the Palace* 
Enter Proteus. 

Pro* AJready have I been false to Valentine, 

And now I must be as unjust to Thurio. 

Under the colour of commending him, 

I have access my own love to prefer ; 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

Sie twits me with my falsehood to my friend : 

When to her beauty I commend my vowi, 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov’d : 

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips. 

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope. 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love, 

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her window, 
And give some evening music to her ear. 
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Enter Thubio emd Muaiciane. ^ 

Thu, How now, sir Proteus ; are you crept before us f 
Pro, Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you kno^v that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 

Thu, Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not here. 
Pro, Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence. 

Thu. Who? Silvia? 

Pro, Ay, Silvia, — for your sake. 

Thu, I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen, 
Let ’s tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

EtUer Host, at a distance; and Julia in boy's clothes. 

Host. Now, my young guest! methinks you ’re ally* 
choUy ; I pray you, why is it ? 

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry. 
Host. Come, we ’ll have you merry : I ’ll bring you 
where you shall hear music, and see the gentleman that 
you asked for. 

Jul, But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host, Ay, that you shall. 

Jul. That will be music. [ Music plays* 

Host. Hark! hark! 

Jul, Is he among these ? 

Host, Ay : but peace, let ’s hear ’em. 

SONG. 

Wlio Is Silvia? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her ? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she, 

The lieaven such grace did lend her, 

Tliat she might admired be. 

Is she kind os she is fair ? 

For beauty lives with kindness ; 

Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness ; 

And, being help’d, inhabits there, 

Then to Silvia let us sing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; - 
She excels each mortal thing. 

Upon the dull earth dwelling; 

To her let us garlands bring. 
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Host Hovnow? are you gadder than you were before? 
How do you, man ? the music likes * you not. 

JuL You mistake j the musician likes me nut. 

Host Why, my pretty youth ? 

Jul. He plays false, father. 

Host How ? out of tune on the strings? 

Jul. Not so j but yet so false that he grieves my very 
heartstrings. 

Host You have a quick ear. 

Jtd. Ay, I would 1 were deaf! it makes me have a 
slow heart 

Host I percefs^e you delight not in music. 

Jul Not a wliit, when it jars so. 

Host Hark, what fine change is in tlie music ! 

Jul Ay, that change is the spite. 

Host You would have them always play but one thing- 

Jul I would always have one play but one thing. 
But, host, doth this sir Proteus, that we talk on, 

Oflm resort unto this gentlewoman ? 

Host I tell you what Launce, his man, told me, he 
loved her out of all nick.^ 

Jul Where Launce ? 

Host Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow, by 
his master’s command, he must carry for a present to 
his lady. 

Jul Peace ! stand aside ! the company parts. 

Pro, Sir Thurio, fear not you ! I will so plead, 
That you shall say, my cunning drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we? 

Fro, At saint Gregory’s well. 

- Thu, Farewell. [Exeunt Thurio and Musicians, 

Silvia appears ahove^ at her mndow. 

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship, 

Sil, I thank you for your music, gentlemen : 

Who is that^ that spake? 

■ ttiw— pleases. beyond all reckonbg. 
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Pro* One, lady, if you knew his pure beart’a truth, 
You would quicldy leam to know him by hia voioe, 
SU. Sir Proteus, as I take it. 

Pro* Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant. 

SiL What ’s your will? 

Pro, That I may compass ycruis. 

SU. You have your wish ; my will is even this,— 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 

Thou subtle, peijur’d, false, disloyal man ! 

Think'st thou, I am so shallow, so conceitless, 

To be seduced by thy flattery, 

That hast deceiv’d so many with thy rows ? 

Return, return, and make thy love amends. 

For me, — by this pale queen of night I swear, 

I am so far from granting thy request, 

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit ; 

And by and by intend to chide myself, 

Even for this time I spend in talking to thee. 

Pro, I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady ; 
But she is dead. 

Jul. T were fhlse, if I should speak it ; 

For I am sure she is not buried. ^ [Aside, 
SU, Say that she be ; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am betroth’d : And art thou not asham’d 
To wrong him with thy importimacy ? 

Pro, I likewise hear that Valentino is dead. 

Sil, And BO suppose am I ; for in his grave 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 

Pro, Sweet lady, let me rake it firom the earth. 

5»7. Gh) to thy lady’s grave, and call hers thence j 
Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine, 

J%U, He heard not that [Aside, 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate, 
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my lov^ 

The picture that is hanging in yoiu chamlier ; 

To that I ’ll speak, to lhat I ’ll sigh and weep i. 
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For, since tiae substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ; 

And to your shadow will I make true love. 

Jul. If ’t were a substance, you would, sure, de* 
ceive it, 

And make it but a shadow, as I am. \_Aside, 

Sil. I am very loth to be your idol, sir ; 

But, sinc^ your falsehood shall become you weli 
To worship shadows, and adore false shapes, 

Send to me in the morning, and I ’ll send it : 

And so, good rest. 

Pro. As wretches have oVr-night, 

That wait for execution in the mom. 

[Exeutit Protbus ; and Silvia, from above. 
Jul. Host, will you go ? 

Host. By my halidom,*^ I was fast asleep 
Jul. Pray you, where lies sir Proteus 9 
Host. Marry, at my house ; Trust me, I think, ’t is 
almost day. 

Jul. Not 80 5 but it hath been the longest night 
That e’er I watch’d, and the most heaviest. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — The same 
Enter Eqlamour. 

Egl. This is the hour tliat madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind ; 

There ’s some great matter she ’d emplov me in. — 
Madam, macU^ ! 

Silvia appears above, at her m7idou>. 

SU. Who calls? 

Egl. Your servant, and your friend ; 

One that attends your ladyship’s command. 

Bil Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good-monx/W. 
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself. 

According to your lady^p’t impose,^ 

• BoHdom^hohnets- ^ /wpow— command. 
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I am Uius early come, to know wbat service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

SiL 0 Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 

(Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not,) 

Valiant, wise, remorseful, » well accomplish’d. 

Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine j 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr’d. 

Thyself hast lov’d; and I have heard thee say, 

No grief did ever come so near thy heart 
As when thy lady and thy true love died, 

Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity. 

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 

To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode ; 

Amd, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 

I do desire thy worthy company, 

Upon whose faith and honour I repose. 

Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief ; 

And on the justice of my flying hence, 

To keep me from a fhost unholy match, 

Which Heaven and fortune still reward willi plagues. 
1 do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands, 

To bear me comrjany, and go with me ; 

If not, to hide what I have said to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Effi. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 
Which since I know ^ey virtuously me plac’d, 

I give consent to go along with you; 

Kecking as little what betideth me 
As muA I wish all good befortune you. 

When will yon gof 
SH This evening coming, 

EsfL Where shall I meet you ? 

• Keworif/W— compasilonatc. 



SqotB IV.] TWO GEN'rUSMBN OF VERONA. 


G6 


SU, At friar Patrick’s cell, 

Where I intend holy confession. 

Egl. I will not fail your ladysliip : 

Good morrow, gentle lady. 

SiL Good morrow, kind sir Eglamour. , [£x€U7it, 

SCENE IV.~2%e same. 

Enter Launce, with his dog. . 

Whpn a man’s servant shall play tlie cur with him, 
look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up of a 
puppy ; one that 1 saved from drowning, when three or 
four of his blind brothers and sisters went to it ! I have 
taught Him-— even as one would say precisely, Thus I 
would teach a dog. I was sent to deliver him, as a 
present to mistress Silvia, from my master; and I came 
no sooner into the dining-chamber, but he steps me to 
her trencher, and steals her capon’s leg, 0, ’t is a foul 
thing when a cur cannot keep ® himself in all comna- 
niesT I would have, as one should say, one tliat takes 
upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at 
all things. If I had not had more wit than lie, to take 
a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had been 
hanged for ’t j sure as I live he had suffered for ’t*. you 
shall judge. He thrusts me himself into the company 
of tiiree or four gentlemanlike dogs, under the duke’s 
table ! he had not been there (bless tlie mark !) a pissing 
while, but all the chamber smelt him. Out with the 
dog,” says one; "Wliat cur is that?” says another; 
“Whin him out,” says a lliird ; Hang him up,” says 
the duke. I, having been acquainted with the smell 
before, knew it was Crab ; and goes me to the fellow 
that whips the dogs ; “ Friend,” quoth I, ^‘you mean 
to whip the dog?” “Ay, marry, do I,” quotii he. 
“ You do him the tnore wrong,” quoth I ; “ ’t was I did 
the thing you wot of.” He makes me ho more ado, but 
whips me out of the chamber. How many masters 
* J’T/’ep— otoatwia. 

r. B 
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Would do this for their servant Nay, 1 11 be sworn, 
I ha?e sat in the stocks for puddings be hath stolen, 
otherwise he had been execute : 1 have stood on the 
pillory for geese he hath killed, otherwisehehadsufifered 
for 1 : thou think’st not of this now ! — Nay, I remem- 
ber the trick you served me when I look my leave of 
madam Silvia ; did not I bid thee still mark me, and 
do as I do ? When didst thou see me heave up my leg, 
and make water against a gentlewoman’s far&ingale f 
didst thou ever see me do such a trick ? 

Enter Pboteps and Julia. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well, 

And will employ tliee in some service presently. 

Jul, In what you please. — I ’ll do what I can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt — How now, you whoreson 
peasant; [To Launck. 

Where have you been these two days loitering 1 

Lam, Marry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia the dog 
you bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ? 

Lam. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur ; and 
tells you, currish thanks is good enough for such a pre- 
sent. 

Pro. But she received my dog4 

Lam, No, indeed, did she not : here have I brought 
him back again. 

Pro. What, didst tlnJu offer her this from me § 

Lam. Ay, sir ; the other sqiprrel was stolen finm 
me by the hangman’s boys in the market-place : and 
then I offered her mine own ; who is a dog as big as 
ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again, 

0? ne’er return again into my sight 
Away, I say : Stay’st thou to vex me here f 
A slave, that still an end ‘ turns me to shame. 

' I*AU«OB. 

• StiW <» cJMl—alaiost perpetually^ 



67 


fiOBMl IV.] rm> GENTLEMEN OF VERONA, . 

Sebastian, I have entertained ibee, 

Partly, that I have need of such a youth, 

That can with some discretion do my business, 

For ’t is no trusting to yon foolish lout ; 

But, chiefly, for thy face and thy behaviour ; 

Which (if my augury deceive me not) 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and tnith : 
Therefore know thee, for this I entertain thee. 

Go presently, and take this ring with thee,^ 

Deliver it to madam Silvia : 

She lov’d me well,*^ deliver’d it to me. 

Jul, It seems you lov’d her not to leave ^ her token : 
She is dead, belike ? 

Pro, Not so j I think she lives. 

Jul. Alas! 

Pro, Why dost thou cry, alas I 
I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro, Wherefore shouldst thou pity her? 

Jvl, Because, methinks, that she lov’d you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia : 

She dreams on him that has forgot her love ; 

You dote on her that cares not for your love. 

TP is pity, love should be so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas ! 

Pro. Well, give her that ring, and therewithal 
TRiis letter; — that ’s her chamber. — Tell my lady, 

I claim the promise for her hea|enly picture. 

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber. 

Where thou shalt find me, sad and solitary. [Exit Pno. 

JaL How many women would do such a message ? 
Alas, poor Proteus! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox, to be the shepherd of thy lambs : 

Alas, poor fool 1 why do I pity him 
That with bis verr heart despiseth me ? 

BecAuie he lores her, he despiseth me; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 

• She lov’d me well, who deliver’d it to me. 

^ To Itfoue-to part with. 
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Has ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 

To hind him to remember my good will : 

And now am 1 (unhaippy messenger) 

To plead for that, which I would not obtain ; 

To carry that, which I would have refus’d ; 

To praise his faith, wliich 1 would have disprais’d. 

I am my master’s true confirmed love ; 

But cannot be true servant to my master, 

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet I will woo for him ; but yet so coldly, 

As, Heaven it knows, I would'not have him speed. 

Enter Silvia, attended. 

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to speak with madam Silvia. 

Sil. What would you with her, if that I be she f 
JuL If you be she, I do entreat your patience 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 

SiL From whom ? 

Jul, From my master, sir Proteus, madam. 

Sil. 0 ! — ^he sends you for a picture f 
Jul, Ay, madam. 

SiZ Ursula, bring my picture there. \ Picture brought 
Go, give your master this ; tell him, Irom me, 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget. 

Would better fit his chamber, than this shadow. 

Jul, Madam, please tou peruse this letter.—— 
Pardon me, madam ; Fhave unadvis’d 
Deliver’d you a paper that I should not : 

This is the letter to your ladyship. 

Sil, I pray thee, let me look on that again. 

Jul, It may not be | good madam, pardon me. 

Bil, There, hold. 

I will not look upon vour master’s lines : 

I know they are stuff’d with protestations, 

And fidl of new-found oaths ; which he will break, 

As easily as I do tear his paper. 

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 
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Sil. The more shame for him that he sends it me j 
For, I have heard him say a thousand times, 

His Julia gave it him at his departure : 

Though his false finger have profen’d the'ring, 

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrung. 

JtU, She thanks you. 

8il What say^st thou I 

Jul I thank you, madam, that you tender her : 

Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much. 

StZ. Dost thou know her? ^ 

Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself : 

To think upon her woes I do protest 
That I have wept an hundred several times. 

Sil Belike, sne thinks that Proteus hath forsook her. 
Jul. I think she doth, and that ’s her cause of sorrow. 
SU, Is she not passing fair? 

Jul. She hath Been fairer, madam, fiian she is ; 
When she did think my master bv’d her well, 

She, in my jud^ent, was as fair as you ; 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass, 

And threw her sun-e^lling mask away, 

The air hafii starv’d the roses in her cheeks, 

And pinch’d® the lily-tincture of her face. 

That now she is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was she ? 

Jul. About my stature ; for, at Pentecost, 

When all our pageants of delight were play’d, 

Our youth got me to play the woman’s part, 

And I was trimm’d in madam Julia’s gown ; 

Which served me as fit, by all men’s judgments. 

As if the garment had been made for me : 

Therefore, I know she is about my height. 

And, at that time, I made her weep a-good, 

For I did play a lamentable part ; 

Madam, ’t was Ariadne, passioning 
For Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight ; 

Which I §0 lively acted with my tears, 

* PiacA’d— jjainted. 
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-That mjr poor mistresa, moved iheiewidial, 

Wg)t bitterly j and, would I might be dead, 

If I in thought felt not her very siotow 1 
Stl. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth !— 

Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left !-— 

I weep myself to think upon thy words. 

Here, youth, there is my purse ; I give thee this 
For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou lov’st her. 
Farewell. [£xit Silvia. 

Jul, And she shall tliank you for’t, if e’er youknowher, 
A virtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beautiful. 

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold, 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much. 

Alas, how love can tiMe witii itself! 

Here is her picture : Let me ^e j I think, 

If I had sucli a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is tins of hers : 

And yet tlie painter flatter’d her a little, 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 

If that be all the diflerence m his love, 

I ’ll get me such a colour’d periwig. 

Her eyes are grey as glass ; and so are mine : 

but her forehead ’s low, and mine ’s as hi|^ 

What should it be, that he respects in her, 

But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond love were not a blinded god ? 

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up, 

For *t is thy rival. 0 thou senseless form, 

Thou shalt be worshipp’d, Idss’d, lov’d, and ador’d ; 
And, were there sense m his idolatry. 

My substance should be statue* in fiiy stead. . 

I ’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress* sake, 

That used me so ; or else, by Jove I vow, 

I sliould have scratch’d out your unseeing eyes, 

To make my master out of love with thee ! 

* Statw and ptOure were often used without distl&ctioa. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE 1,~>-The same. An Abbey. 

Enter* Eglamour* 

Eyl. The gun begins to gild the wes^rn sky : 

And now it is about tlie very hour 

That Silvia, at friar Patrick’s cell, should meet me. 

She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours, 

Unless it be to come before their time ; 

So much they spur their expedition. 

Enter Silvia. 

See where she comes : Lady, a happy evening ! 

Sil. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamour, 

Out at tire postern by the abbey^wall ; 

I fear I am attended by some spies. 

Egl. Fear not ; the forest is not three leagues off ; 

If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 11. — The same. A Room in the DukeV Palace. 
Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia. 

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ? 

Pro. 0, sir, I find her milder than she was j 
And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 

Thu. What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pro. No, that it is too little. 

Thu. 1 11 wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder* 
Pro. But love will not be spurr’d to what it loathes. 
Tim. What says she to my face 1 
Pro. She says it is a to one. 

Thu. Nay, fiien the wanton lies ; my face is black. 
Pro, But pearls are to j and the old saying 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyas. 
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Jul ’T is true, such pearls as put out ladies' eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. \As^, 
Thu. How likes she mv discourse ? 

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and peace ! 
Jul But better, indeed, when you hold your r^ce. 

Thu. What says she to my valour ? 

Pro. 0, sir, she makes no doubt of that 

Jul She needs not, when she knows it cowardice, 

[Aside. 

Thu. What says she to my birth I 
Pro. That you are well deriv’d. 

Jul True ; from a gentleman to a fool. [Aside* 
Thu. Considers she my possessions ? 

Pro. 0, ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore ? 

Jul That such an ass should owe them. [ Aside, 
Pro. That tliey are out by lease.'^ 

Jul. Here comes the duke. 

Enter Dukb. 

Duke. How now, sir Proteus ? how now, Thurio ? 
Which of you saw sir Eglamour of late 1 
Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Duke. Saw you my daughter ? 

Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why, thpn, she’s fled imto that peajsont 
Valentine ; 

' And Eglamour is in her company. 

T is true ; for fiiar Laurence met them both, 

As he in penance wander’d through the forest : 

* By his \K)*se»loTW, Thurio means hi« lands ; hut Trotetta 
allude* to hia mental endowmetiU, which he say* ore out hy 
lease”— are not iu hia own keeping. 
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Him he knew well, and guess'd that it was ihe ; 

But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it : 

Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even ; and there she was not ; 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse. 

But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 
That leads toward Mantua, whither they, are fled, 
De^tch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 

ThAt flia her fortune when it follows her : 

I ’ll after j more to be reveng’d on Eglamour, 

Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [Exit. 

Pro, And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love, 

Than hate of Eglamour tliat goes with her. [Exit 
Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love, 
Than bate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit. 

SCENE III.— of Mantua. The Forest. 
Enter Silvia, and Outlaws. 

1 Out. Come, come ; 

Be patient, we must bring you to our captain. 

Sil A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have leam’d me how to brook this patiently. 

2 Out. Come, bring her away. 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with hei ^ 

3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath outrun us, 

But Moyses and Valerius follow him. 

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood, 

There is our captain ; we ’ll follow him that ’s fled. 

The thicket is beset, be cannot ’scape. 

1 Out Come, I must bring you to our captain’s cave 
Fear not ; he b^rs an honourable mind, 

And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil 0 Valentine, this 1 endure for thee. [Exeunt, 
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JvX. is tru6, such pearls as put out ladies' eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. 

Thu. How likes she my discourse ? 

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and peace 1 
Jul. But better, indeed, when you hold your pace. 

[Aside. 

Thu. What says she to my valour 9 

Pro. 0, sir, she makes no doubt of that 

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it cowardice. 

[Aside. 

Thu. What says she to my birth ? 

Pro. That you are well deriv’d. 

Jul. True ; from a gentleman to a fool. [Aside. 
Thu. Considers she my possessions ? 

Pro. 0, ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore? 

Jul, That such an ass should owe them. | Aside, 
Pro. That they are out by lease.® 

Jul. Here comes the duke. 

Elder Duke. 

DtJie. How now, sir Proteus ? how now, Thurio ? 
Wliich of you saw sir Eglamour of late 9 
Jhu. Notl. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Duke. Saw you my daughter ? 

Pro, Neither. 

Duke, Why, thp, she's fled imto that pajsant 
Valentine ; 

And Eglamour is in her company. 

^T is true ; for Ixiar Laurence met them both, 

As he in penance wander’d through the forest : 

• By his possessions, Thurio means his lands ; but Protons 
alludes to his mental endowments, which he says arc out by 
kttM''-~nre not in his own keeping. 
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Himiie knew well, and guess’d that it was she j 
But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it : 

Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even ; and there she was not ; 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse, 

But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Ujpon the rising of the mountain-foot 
That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled. 
De™tch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit 
Thu. Wliy, this it is to be a pevish girl, 

ThAt flies her fortune when it follows her *. 

I ’ll after ; more to be reveng’d on Eglamour, 

Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [Exit 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love, 

Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. [Exit 
Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love, 
Than hate for Silvia, tliat is gone for love. [Exit 


SCENE Ill.—Proniicrs 0 / Mantua. The Forest 
Enter Silvia and Outlaws. 

1 Out Come, come ; 

Be patient, we must bring you to our captain. 

Sit A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have leam’d me how to brook this patiently. 

2 Out Come, bring her away. 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with hei ? 

3 Out Being nimble-footed, be hath outrun us, 

But Moyses and Valerius follow him. 

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood, 

There is our captain : we ’ll follow him that ’• fled. 
The thicket is beset, be cannot ’scape. 

1 Out. Come, I must bring you to our captain’s cave 
Fear not ; he b^rs an honourable mind, 
will not use a woman lawlessly. 

^ SU* 0 Valentine, this I endure for thee. [Exeunt 
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SCENE paHqfihe Forest* 

Enter Valentinis. 

Val How lue doth breed a habit in a man 1 
This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns : 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any, 

And to the nightingade’s complaining notes 
Tune my distresses, and record ® my woes, 

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantleas ; 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was 1 
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain I 
What haDooing, and what stir, is this to-day 
These are my mates, that make their wills their law, 
Have some unhappy passenger in cliase : 

They love me well j yet I have much to do, 

Toieep them from uncivil outrages. 

Wiflidraw thee, Valentine j who ’s this comes here ? 

aside* 

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

Pro. Madam, this service I have done for you, 
(Though you respect not aught your servant doth,) 

To hazard life, and rescue you from him 

That would have forc’d your honoiu and your love. 

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look } 

A smaller boon than this 1 cannot beg, 

And less than this, 1 am sure, you cannot mve. 

Vai. How like a dream is this I see and hear I 
Lov^ lend me patience to forbear a while. [Aside. 
Sil 0 miserable, unhappy that I am ! 


Reeord-Ho sing. 
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Pro^ Unhappy were tou, madam, ere I came) 

But^ by my coming, I have made you happy. 

SU. By thy approach thou mak'st me most unhappy. 
JuL me, when he approacheth to your presence. 

[Atid^ 

Sil Had I been seised by a hungry lion, 

I would have been a breakfast to the beast, 

Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. 

0, Heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 

Whose life ’s as tender to me as my soul ; 

And full as much {iox more there cannot be) 

I do detest false pequr’d Proteus : 

Therefore be gone, solicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to death, 
Would I not undergo for one caJm look ^ 

0, ’t is the curse in love, and still approv’d,® 

When women cannot love where they ’re belov’d. 

SiL When Proteus cannot love where he ’s belov’d. 
Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love. 

For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oatlis 
Descended into peijiny, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou ’dst two, 

And that ’s far worse than none ; better have none 
Than plural faith, which is too much by one : 

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend ! 

Pro. In love, 

Who respects fiiend 9 
SU, All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 

I ^11 woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end ; 

And love you ’gainst the nature of bve, force you. 

SU, 0 Heaven ! 

pro. I ’ll force thee yield to my desire. 


s proved, experienced. 
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VdL RulSan, let go that rude uncivil touch j 
Tliou friend of an ill fashion ! 

Pro. Valentine ! 

Val, Thou common friend, that ’s without fmth or 
love ; 

g or such is a friend now *,) treacherous man ! 

lou hast beguil’d my hopes ; nought but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me : Now I dare not say 
I have one friend alive ; thou wouldst disprove me. 
Who should be trusted when one's own right liand 
Is perjur’d to the bosom ? Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more, 

But coxmt the world a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deepest : 0 time most acours’d ! 
’Mongst all foes, that a fnend should be tlie worst. 

Pro. My shame, and guilt, confounds me. — 

Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence,. 

1 tender it here ; I do as truly suffer 
As e’er I did commit. 

Val Then I am paid ; 

And once again I do receive tliee honest 
Who by repentance is not satisfied 
Is nor of heaven, nor earth ; for these are pleas’d j 
By penitence the Eternal's wrath ’s appeas’d, — 

And, that my love may appear plam and free, 

All that was mine, in Silvia, I give thee. 

Jul, 0 me, unhappy ! \FamU, 

Pro. Look to the boy, 

' Val "Why, boy I 

Why, wag! how now? what ’s tlie matter? Look up; 
speak. 

Jul. 0 good sir, my master charged me to deliver a 
ring to madam Silvia ; which, out of my neglect, was 
never done. 

Pro. "Where is that ring, boy? 

Jul. Here ’t is : this is it [Give$ a ring. 
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Pro, How ! let me ic^ I 
Why, tliis is the ring I gave to Julia* 

Jul, 0, cry your meroy, sir, I have mistook ; 

This is the ring you sent to Silvia. [SAotrs another ring 
Pro, But how earnest thou by this ring ? at my cle* 
part,"" I gave this unto Julia. 

M, And Julia herself did give it me ; 

And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Pro, How! Julia! 

Jul, Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 

And entertain’d them deeply in her heart : 

How oft hast thou with peijury cleft tlie root ? 

0 Proteus, let this habit make thee blush ! ^ 

Be thou asbam’d, that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, 

Women to change their shapes, than men their minds. 
Pro, Than men their minds ! ’t is true ; 0 Heaven ! 
were man 

But constant, he were perfect : that one error 
Fills him with faults j raakes^ him run through all tlie 
sins : 

Inconstancy falls off ere it begins : 

What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye ? 

Val, Come, come, a hand from either : 

Let roe be bless’d to make tliis happy close ; 

’T were pity two such friends should be long foes. 

Pro, Bear witness, Heaven, I have my wish for ever. 
Jul. And I mine. 

Enter Outlaws, with Duke and Tnunio. 

Out A prize, a prize, a prize ! 

Val, Forbear, forbear, 1 say j it is my lord tlie duke. 
Tour grace is welcome to a man disgrac'd, 

Banished Valentine. 

‘ Duke, Sir Valentine I 



n TWO OENTLEMEK OF VERoNA. f A jW T. 

Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia mine* 

Val. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death; 
CJome not within the measure of my wrath : 

Do not name Silvia thine ; if once a^in, 

Milan shall not behold thee. Here nie stands ; 

Take but possession of her with a touch ; — 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.— 

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I ; 

I bold him but a fool, that will endanger 
His body for a girl that loves him not : 

I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and base art thou, 

To make such means for her as thou hast done, 

And leave her on such slight conditions. — 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 

And thmk thee worthy of an empress’ love I 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 

Cancel aU grudge, repeal thee home again. — 

Plead a new state in thy unrivall’d merit, 

To which I thus subscribe, — Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv’d ; 

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv’d her. 

Val. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made mo 
happy. 

I now beseech yoi^ for your daughter’s sake, 

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 

Duke. I grant for thine ovm, whate’er it be. 

Val. These banish’d men, that I have kept witlial, 
Are men endued with worthy qualities ; 

Forgive them what they have committed here, 

And let them be recall’d from their exile : 

They aare reformed, civil, foil of good, 

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Duke. Thou hast prevail’d ; I pardon them, and thee ; 
Dispose of them, as thou know’st their deserts. 

Come^ let us go; we will include all jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 
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VoL And, as we walk along, I d^e be bold 
IVitb our discourge to make your ^ce to smile j 
Wbat think you of this page, my lord ? 

Duke. I ^ink the boy hath grace in him ; he blushes, 
FoZ. I warrant you, my lord ; more grace than boy. 
DuJee. What mean you by that saying ? 

Val. Please you, I ’ll tell you as we pass along, 
That you will wonder what liath fortuned. — 

Come, Proteus j 't is your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered : 

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours ; 

One feast^ one house, one mutual happiness. \Exeunt. 






^ The Comedy op Errors ’ was first printed in tlie 
folio collection of Shakspere’s Plays in 1623. This 
copy presents many typographical blunders, and in a 
few passages the text is manifestly corrupt. The dif* 
ficulties, however, are not very considerable. The 
Comedy was clearly one of Shakspere's very early 
plays. It was probably untouched by its author after 
its first production. 

In a work by Francis Meres, published in 1598, it 
is mentioned amongst other dramas of Shakspere. The 
chief evidence of its being a very early play is to be 
found in the great prevalence of that measure which 
was known to our language as early as the time of 
Chaucer by the name of “ rime dogerel.” This pecu- 
liarity is to be observed only in three of our author’s 
plays, — in < Love’s Labour ’s Lost,’ in ‘ The Taming 
of the Shrew,’ and in * The Comedy of Errors.’ It 
was a distinguishing characteristic of the early English 
drama. * The Comedy of Errors ’ was unquestionably 
suggested by ^ The Menaechmi ’ of Plautus j and it 
f umble s abundant proof of Sbakspere’s familiarity 
with that ancient dramatist. 

Odricism has justly held that ' The Comedy of E^ 
fcas^ is essentially a farce, and was meant to be sa 
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Ckslendge says, “ A proper farce is mainly distin* 
gnisbed from comedy by the licence allowed, and even 
required, in the fable, in order to produce strange and 
laughable situations/’ Nothing, however, can be ma- 
naged with more skill than the whole dramatic action 
of this farce. It has been objected that the riddle 
which is presented throughout the piece teases and 
wearies the reader and the spectator. Hazlitt says, 
In reading the play, from tlie sameness of the names 
of the two Antipholuses and the two Dromios, as well 
as from their being constantly taken for each other by 
those who see them, it is difficult, without a painful 
effort of attention, to keep the characters distinct in 
the mind. And again, on the stage, either the com- 
plete similarity of their persons and dress must pro- 
dtice the same peiplexity whenever they first enter, or 
the identity of appearance, which the story supposes, 
will be destroyed. We still, however, liaving a clue 
to the difficulty, can tell which is which, merely from 
the contradictions which arise as soon as the dif- 
ferent parties begin to speak ; and we are indemniOed 
fOT the perplexity and blunders into which we are 
thrown, by seeing others thrown into greater and al- 
most inextricable ones.” Hazlitt has here, almost un- 
designedly, pointed out the source of the pleasure 
which, with an “ effort of attention,” — not a painful 
effort^” we think,— a reader or spectator of * The Co- 
medy of Errors ’ is sure to receive from this drama. 
We have “ a clue to the difficulty j” — we know mure 
than the actors in the drama we may be a little 
plexed, but tlie deep peiplexity of the characten it « 
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cwistantly-increasing triumpli td us. Tbe spectators, 
tJie readers, Imve the clue, are let into the secret, by 
the story of the first scene. Nothing can be more beau^ 
tifully managed, or is altogether more Shahsperean, 
than the narrative of ^geon ; and that narrative is so 
clear and so impressive, that the reader never forgets it 
amidst all the errors and perplexities wliich follow. 
It appears to us that every one of on audience of ‘The 
Comedy of Errors,’ who keeps his eyes open, will, after 
he has become a little familiar with the persons of the 
two Antipholuses and the two Dromios, find out some 
clue by which he can detect a difference between each, 
even without “the practical contradictions which arise 
as soon as the diflerent parties begin to speak.” Each 
pair of persons selected to play tlie twins must be of 
the same height, — with such general resemblances of 
the leatures as may be made to appear identical by 
the colour and false hair of tlie tiring-room, — and be 
dressed with apparently perfect similarity. But let 
every care be taken to make tlie deception perfect, 
yet the observing spectator will detect a difference be- 
tween each ; some peculiarity of the voice, some “ trick 
o’ the eye,” some dissimilarity in gait, some minute 
variation in dress ; and, while his curiosity is kept 
alive by the effort of attention which is necessary for 
this detection, the riddle will not only not tease Him, 
but its perpetual solution will afford him the utmost 
latisftiction. 

But has not Shakspere himself furnished a due to 
the understanding of the Errors, by hia marvellous 
•kffl in the delineation ..of character! Pope forcibly 
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vemaa^ libat, if our poet's dramas were prmted witltbut 
tiie names of the persons represented being attached to 
the individual speeches, we should know who is speidc* 
ing by his wonderful discrimination in assigning to 
every character appropriate modes of thought and ex- 
pression. It appears to us that this is unquestionably 
the case with the characters of each of the twin43iothers 
in ‘ The Comedy of Errors.’ The Antipholus of Ephe- 
sus is strikingly opposed to the Antipholus of Syracuse t 
he is neither sedate, nor gentle, nor truly-loving, as his 
brother is; — ^he has no habits of self-command; — his 
temperament is sensual. The two Dromios each have 
their ‘‘ merry jests they each bear a beating with 
wonderful good temper ; they each cling faithfully to 
their master's interests. But there is certainly a marked 
difference in the quality of their mirth. The Dromio 
of Ephesus is precise and antithetical, striving to utter 
his jests with infinite gravity and discretion. On the 
contrary, the merry jests ” of Dromio of Syracnse all 
come from the outpouring of his gladsome heart. Of 
course the characters of the twins could not be violently 
contrasted, for that would have destroyed the illusion. 
They must still 

" Go hand in hand, not one before another.” 
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SOLINUS, Duhe of Ephesus . 
jLppearSf Act I. ec. 1. Act V. sc. 1, 

.®GEON, a merchant of Syracuse, 

Appears^ Act I. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

Awtipholus op Ephesus, twin-hrother to Antipholus of 
Syracuse, hut unknoven to him^ and son to uEgoon and 
Mmilia. 

Appears, Act III, sc. 1. Act IV. sc, 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

Antipholus of Syracuse, twin-hroiher to Antipholus 
of E^esus, hut unknown to him, and son to iEgeon 
and Emilia. 

Appears, Act T. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2. Act IH. bo. 2. 

Act IV. Bc. 8 ; sc. 4. Act V. bc. 1. 

Dbohio op Ephesus, twin-hroiher to Dromio of Syracuse, 
and an attendant on Antipholus of Ephesus, 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 1. Act IIL sc. 1. 

Act IV. so. 1 j sc. 4. Act V. »c. 1. 

Dromio op Syracuse, tmn-brother to Dromio of 
Ephesus, and an attendant on Antipholus of Syracuse. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act n. bc, 2. Act HI. bc. 1 ; so. 2. 
Act IV. 80 . 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; bo. 4. Act V. «o, 1. 

Balthazar, a merchant 
Appears, Act m, bo. 1. 
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Angelo, a goldmOL 

Act m. Bc. 1 ; so. 2. Act lY. sc. 1* Act T. 80 « 1« 

A J&erthmi, friend to Antipholus of Syracuse. 

, Appears^ Act I. sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

Pinch, a schoolmaster and a conjuror^ 

Appears^ Act lY, sc. 4. 

JEmilia, wife to .®geon, an abbess at Ephesus* 
Appears^ Act Y. sc. 1. 

Adriana, wife to Antipholas of EpLesus. 
Appears^ Act IL so, 1 ; sc. 2. Act lY. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act Y. so. L 

Luciana, sister to Adriana. 

Appears^ Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. sc. 2. Act lY. ic, 2 ; 
sc. 4. Act V, sc. 1. 

Luce, her servant 
Appears^ Act III. sc. 1. 

A Courtezan. 

. Appears, Act lY, sc. 3 ; sc. 4. Act Y. so. L 


SCENE— Ephesus. 
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ACT L 

SCENE I . — A Hall in /7^e Duke ’5 Palace. 

Enter Dckb, ^okon, Gaoler, Officers, a7ui other 
Attendants. 

JEge. Proceed, Solinns, to procure my fall, 

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all. 

. Ihuke. Merchant of Syxacnsa, plead no more : 

I am not partial, to infringe outlaws; 

The enmity and discord, which of late 
ftorung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, — 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 

Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks. 

For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
*Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us 
It hath in solemn synods been decreed. 

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves. 

To admit no traffic in our adverse towns ; 

Nay, more, If any, bom at Ephesus, 

Be seen at any Syracusan marts and fairs. 

Again, If any Syracusan bom, 

Come to the bay of Ephesus, he die^ 

goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose; 
tTnIess a ffiousand marks be levied, 

Td quit the penalty, and to ransom him. 
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Tkf 8ubfltaDD«, valued at the highest rate, 

Gaonot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die. 

Yet this my comfort; when your words are 
done, 

My woes end likewise with the evening sun, 

Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause 
Why thou departedst from thy native home; 

And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 

A heavier task could not have been imposed, 
Than I to speak my griefe unspeakable. 

Yet^ that the world may witness that my end 
Was wrought by nature,* not by vile offence, 

I ’ll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was 1 bom; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me, 

And by me, too, had not our hap beoi bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy; our wealth increas’d, 

By prosprous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum, till my factor’s death. 

And the great care of goods at random lefl^ 

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse j 
From whom my absence was not six months old, 

Before herself (almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear) 

Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon, and safe, arrived where I was. 

There had she not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goofiy sons; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other 
As (iuld not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A TOOT m^ woman was delivered 
Of such a burthen, male twms, both alike : 

• Sy nrttufs— by the impulset of nature* by Hfttural af&ctkm, 
«-ai opposed to vue the violation of the munkiiod laws ot 

Ephesus. 
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Those, for their parenta were exceeding poor, 

I boaght, and brou^t up to attend my sons. 

Ky wife, not meaiUy proud of two such boys, 

M^e daily motions for our home return : 

Unwilling I agreed; alas, too soon. We came aboard 
A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd 
Before the always-wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

But longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death; 

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn u for fashion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc’d me to seek delays for them and me. 

. And tliis it was, — for other means was none. — 

The sailors sought for safety by our boat. 

And left the ship, then sin^ng-ripe, to us : 
hjy wife, most careful for the latter bom. 

Had fasten’d him unto a small sj)are mast, 

Such as seafering men provide for storms ; 

To him one of the other twins was bound. 

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 

The children thus dispos’d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 

Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 

Were carri^ towards Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the son, gazing upon the earth, 

Dispers’d those vapours that oflended us; 

And, by the ben^t of his wished light, 

The seiw wax’d calm, and we discovered 
Two riupe fmm far making amain to us^ 

Of Connth that^ of Epidaurus this: 
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€fe they came, — 0, let me aay no mote! 

Cfatliar the sequel by that went before. 

Duke, Nay, forward, old man, do not break off so ; 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

JEffe. 0, had the gods done so, I had not now 
Worthily t^’d them merciless to us ! 

For ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues, 

We were encounter’d by a mighty rock; 

Which being violently borne upon, , 

Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst, 

So that, in this unjust divorce of us, 

Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

Her part, poor soul ! seeming as burthened 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe. 

Was carrietl with more speed before tlie wind; 

And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ship had seiz’d on us; 

And, loiowing whom it was tlieir hap to save, 

Gave healthful welcome to their shipwrack’d guests ; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey, 

Had not their bark been very slow of sail, 

And therefore homeward did they bend their course. 
Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss ; 

That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 

Duke. And, for the sake of them Uiou sorrowest for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall’n of them, and thee, till now, 

JSpe. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, 

At eighteen years became inquisitive 
Aftar bis bfother ; and importun’d me, 

That his OTtondant (so bis case was like,^ 

Befit of his brother, but retain’d his name) 

Might bear him company in the quest of him : 

• Be his COM was case was to like that of 
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Whom whilst I labour^ of a love to flee, 

I hazarded the loss of whom I lov’d. 

Five summers have I spent in farthest Greece, 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus j 
Hopeless to find, yet loth to leave unsought. 

Or that^ or any place that harbours men. 

But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my timely death, 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke. Hapless jEgeon, whom the fates liavfe mark’d 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap ! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws, 

Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

Which princes, would they, may not disannul, 

My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But, though tliou art adjudged to the death, 

And passed sentence may not be recall’d 
But to our honour's great disparagement, 

Yet will I favour thee in wliat I can : 

Therefore, merchant, I ’ll limit thee this day, 

To seek thy hope by beneficial help : 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus : 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up tne sum, 

And live j if no, then thou art doom’d to die ; — 
Gaoler, take him into tliy custody. 

GaoL I will, my lord. 

JEge. Hopeless, and helpless, doth MgeGU wend, 
But to procrastinate his liveless “ end. [Exewxi 

SCENE IL~A pMk Place. 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of Syracuse, and c 
Merchant 

Uer, Therefore give out you are of Epidomnum^ 

« JAveleU- Li/ehts and Ikelcst are the same; 
also ate the same. 
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ifCSt that your goods too soon be confiscate* 

This very day, a S 3 rracusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; ' 

And, not bemg able to buy out his life, 

According to the statute of the town, 

Dies ere lie weary sun set in the west. 

There is your money that 1 had to keep. 

Ant, S, Go, bear it to the Centaur, where we host, 
And stay there,^ Dromio, till I come to thee. 

Within this hour it will be dinner-time ; 

Till that, I ’ll view the manners of the town, 

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return, and sleep within mine inn j 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 

Get thee away. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Exit Dho. S. 

Ant S. A trusty villain, sir, that very oft, 

When I am dull with care and melancholy, 

Lightens my humour with his merry iests. 

What^ will you walk with me about the town, 

And then go to my inn and dine with me? 

ifer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 

I crave your pardon. Som at five o’clock,^ 

Please you, 1 ’ll meet with you upon the mart. 

And afterward consort you till bedtime ; 

My present business calls me firom you now. 

Ant S. Farewell till then : I will go lose myself, 
And wander up and down, to view the city. 

Jfer . Sir, 1 commend you to your own contait 

[Exit Merchant 

Ant. 8. He that commends me to mine own content 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am like a <£op of water, 

Thai in the ocean seeks anomer drop ; 

* Soon at Ji^ o'clock— about five o’clock. 
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Woo, filing tee to find his fellow forth, 

Unse^ inqnisitiye, confounds bimself : 

So 1, to find a motW and a brother, 

In quest of them, unbaj^, lose myself. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Here comes the almanac of my true date.— 

What now f How chance thou art return’d so soon ? 

Dro, E» Return’d so soon ! rather approach’d too late : 
The capon bums, the pig falls fiom me spit; 

The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell, 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold; 

The meat is cold, because you come not home ; 

You come not home, because you have no stomach ; 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast; 

But we, that know what ’t is to fast and pray, 

Are penitent • for your default to-day. 

Ant S. Stop in your wind, sir ; tell me this, I pray ; 
Where have you left the money that I gave you If 
Dro, E. 0, — sixpence, that I had o’ Wednesday last, 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper ; 

The saddler had it^ sir ; I kept it not 
Ant. 8* I am not in a roortive humour now : 

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 

We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 
So great a charge from diine own custody f 
Dro, E, I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner ; 

I ftom my mistress come to you in post ; 

If I return, I diall be post indeed 

For she will score your fault upon my pate. 

Metoaks your maw, like mine, should be your clock, 
And strike you home without a messenger. 

* the sense of doing penance. 

f Port indeed. The port of a shop was used os the tally-bboard 
of a puhlioaa U now luedi to keep the score. 
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Ant S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of 
season ; 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this : 

Wh(Te is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Dro, E, To me, sir? why, you gave no gold to me. 
Ant S. Come on, sir knave ; have draie your Ibol- 
islmess, 

And tell me how thou hast ^spos’d thy charge, 

Dro, E. My charge was out to fetch you IVom the 
mart 

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner j 
My mistress and her sister stay for you. 

Ant S, Now, as I am a Christian, answer me, 

In what safe place you have bestow’d • my money 
Or I sliall break that merry sconce of yours, 

That stands on tricks when I am undispos’d ; 

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of mef 
JDro. E, I have some marks of yours upon my pate, 
Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders, 

But not a thousand marks between you both. 

If I should pay your worship those again, 

Perdiance, you will not bear them patiently. 

Ant S. Thy mistress’ marks ? what mi|tress, slave, 
hak thou? 

Dro» E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at the 
Phoenix ; 

She that doth fiist till you come home to dinner, 

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face^ 
Being forbid? There, take you that, sir knave. 

Dro. E. What mean you, sir? for God’s sak^ hold 
your hands ; 

Nay, an you will not, sir, I ’ll take my heels. 

\ExU Dno. % 

Ant S. Upon my life, by some device or other, 

« B0S^'d--stowedi deposited. ' 
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Tlie villain is o’eMaugiit » of all my money 
Thejr say this town is full of cozenage ; 

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 

Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind, 
Sonl-killing witches tiiat deform Sie body, 

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many such like liberties of sin : 

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

1 11 to tlie Centaur, to go seek tliis slave ; 

I greatly fear my money is not safe. [ Exit. 

■O' tT- ra —overreach ed . 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I . — A public Place, 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr, Neither my husband, nor the slave return’d, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master I 
Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock. 

Luc, Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he ’s somewhere gone to dinner. 
Giood sister, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is master of his libertv : 

Time is their master ; and when they see time, 

They ’ll go, or come : If so, be patient^ sister. 

Adr, Why should their liberty than ours be more ? 
Imc, Because their business still lies out o’ door. 
Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 
Luc, 0 . know,, he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr, There ’s none but asses will be bridled so. 
Luc, Why^ headstrong liberty is lash'd with woe.* 
There ’s nothing situate under heaven’s eye 
But bath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky : 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males’ subjects, and at their controls : 

Mem more divine, the masters of all these, 

Loros of the wide world, and wild watery seas, 

Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of, more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 

Are masto to their females, and their lords ; 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

^ LaifCd toith woe, A lace, a leash, a laich, a lash, if eadb a 
form of expressing wbot binds or fastens; and thui ** head- 
strong liberty/’ ana *' woe,” are bound are insepa* 

table. 
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This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Jjuc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Bat were you wedded you would bear some 
sway. 

Imc, Ere J learn love, I ’ll practise to obey. 

Adr, How if your husband start some other where 9 * 
Luc, Till he come home again, I would forbear. 
Adr, Patience, unmov’d, no marvel thougli she 
pause; 

They can be meek that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity. 

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry ; 

But were we burthen’d with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain ; 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 

With urging helpless patience would relieve me ; 

But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience ^ in thee will be left. 

Luc, Well, I will marry one day, but to try 
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh. 

Enter Deomio 0 / Ephesus. 

Ads', Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 

Dro. E, Nay, he ’s at two hands with me, and that 
my two ears can witness. 

Adr, Say, didst thou speak with him ? know’st thou 
his mind ? 

Dro, E, Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear. 
Beshrew his hand ! I scarce could understand it. 

Luc, l^ke he so doubtfiiUy thou couldst not feel bis 
meaning Y 

Dro, E, Nay, he struck so plainly I could too well 
feel his blows; and withal so doubtfully that I could 
acorce understand them.® 

< fflure has here the power of a noun, and is used M io 
*Benry VIII.'— “the king hath sent me otherwhere” 

^ triie allniion is to the practice of “ begging a fool" for the 
g»iftisdianriilp of his fortune. 

® VHdersuind i/ien)-.Hitand under them. 
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Adt* But say, I prithee, is he coining home t 
It seems he hath great care to please bis wife. 

Dro. E, Wliy, mistress, sure my master is hom-mad, 
Ad/r. Hom-mad, thou villain ? 

Dro. E» I mean not cuckold mad ; 

But sure he is stark mad : 

When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold : 

T is dinner-time,” quoth I ; My gold,” quoth he j 
‘‘ Your meat doth bum,” quoth I ; My gold,^’ quolh 
he : 

" Will you come quoth I'; ‘‘ My gold,” quoth he : 

" Where is the thousand marli I gave thee, villain!” 

The pig,” quoth I, is bum’d;” My gold,” quoth he; 
** My mistress, sir,” quoth I j ‘‘ Hang up thy mistress; 
1 know not thy mistress j out on thy mistress !” 

Luc, Quoth who! 

Dro, E. Quoth my master. 

“ I know,” quoth he, “ no house, no wife, no mistress j” 
So that my eitand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders j 
For, in conclusion, he did b^t me there. 

Adr, Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home. 
Dro, E, Go back again, and be new beaten home ! 
For God’s sake send some other messenger. 

Adr, Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. , 
Dro, E. And he will bless that cross with other beat* 
ing: 

Between you I shall have a holy head. 

Adr, Hence, prating peasant! fetch thy master home. 
Dro, E, Am I so round with you, as you with me, 
That like a football you do spurn me thus ! * 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither ; 

If 1 1^ in this service you must cose me in leather. 

[Exit. 

•To rowMf with any one w to he plate-spoken; as In 
'Hamlet*— “Let her beroumf with Dromio tiici the 

word in a double kmc, when he alludes to the footImU. 



ficWnL] COMEDY OF EREOBS* 10 J 

Luc, Fi€j how impatience loureth in your face I 
Adr, His comi)any must do his minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath ^mely age the alluring beauty took 
From mY*poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it ; 

Are my discourses dull? banen my wit? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr’d, 

Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hard. 

Do thfeir gay vestments bis affections bait? 

That ’s not my fault, he ’s master of my state ; 

What ruins are in me that can be found 
By him not ruin’d? then is he the giuimd 
Of my defeatures : ^ My decayed fair ^ 

A sunny look of his would soon repair : 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home : jxior I am but his stale.® 

Luc. Self-harming jealousy ! — tie ! beat it hence. 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense. 
I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 

Or else, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sister, you know he promis’d me a chain ; — 

Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 

I see, the jewel best enamelled 
Win lose his beauty ; and though gold ’bides still, 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold ; and so no man that hath a name, 

But falsdiood and corruption doth it shame. 

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 

I ’ll weep what ’s left away, and weeping die. 

Luo. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! 

* Pe/eatures^wvit of beauty— defect of features. 

^ Fair— used substantivfly, for beauty. 

® stalking-hoMo. 
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SCENE ll,^The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. ^ 

Ant. S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out 
By computation, and mine host’s repoi-t, 

I could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
I sent him from the mart : See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

How now, sir^ is your merry humour alter’d t 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur? you receiv’d no gold? 

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner? 

My house was at the Phoenix ? Wast thou mad, 

That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Ero. S. What answer, sir ? When spake I such a 
word? 

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half an hour since. 
Ero. S. I did not see you since you sent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny &e gold’s receipt^ 
And told’st me of a mistress, and a dinner j 
For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeas’d. 

Ero. S. I am glad to see you in this merry vein ; 
Wliat means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 
Ant, Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in fiie 
teeth ? 

Think’st thou I jest ? Hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Beating him, 

Ero. S. Hold, sir, for God’s sake : now your jest is 
earnest : 

Upon what bargain do you give it me I 
Ant. S. ISecause that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for mj fool, and chat with you, 

Your sauciness will jest upon my love, 
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And make a coctmion of my seriotu bours.^ 

When tbe sun shines let foolish gnats make sport, 

But creep in crannies when he ludes his beams. 

If you will jest with me know my awiect. 

And feshion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

Dro, S. Sconce, call you iti so you would leave bat- 
tering, 1 had rather have it a head ; an you use these 
blows long, I must get a sconce for my head, and in- 
sconce it® too; or else I shall seek my wit in my 
shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten 1 
Ant, S, Dost thou not know ? 

Dro, S, Nothing, sir; but that I am beaten. 

Ant, S, Shall I tell you why ? 

Dro. S, Ay, sir, and wherefore; for, they say, every 
why hath a wherefore. 

Ant. S, Why, first — for flouting me; and then, 
wherefore, — 

For urgmg it the second time to me, 

D)v. (S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out. of 

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither rhyme 
nor reason? 

‘ Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant, S. Thank me, sir? for what? 

Dro, S, Marry, sir, for this something that you gave 
me for nothing. 

Ant, S, I ’ll make you amends next, to give you 
'^nothing for something. But, say, sir, is it dinner-time ? 
Dro. S. No, sir; I think the meat wants that I have. 
Ant. S. In good time, sir, what ’s that? 

Dro. S, Basting, 

• The "‘serious hours" of Antipholua are his pritxae hours: 
the “ sauciness'* of Dromio intrudes upon those hours, and 
deprives his master of hit exclusive possession of ihein*^i]^ei 
th^ “ A oommon " property. 

•> Jntmct it— defend it— fortify it 
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Ant S. Well, sir, then ’t will be dry. 

Dro, S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it 

Ant S. Your reason^ 

Dro. S, Lest it make you choleric, and purchase me 
Wiother dry basting. 

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time. There *8 
a time for all things. 

Dro. S, I durst have denied that, before you were so 
choleric. 

Ant S. By what rule, sir^ 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain os the plain 
bald pate of father Time himself. 

Ant S. Let ’s hear it 

Dro. S. There ’s no time for a man to recover his 
hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant S. May he not do it by iSne and recovery? 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig, and recover 
the lost hair of anotWr man. 

Ant. S. Wiy is Time such a niggard of liair, being, 
os it is, so plentiful an excrement? 

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he bestows on 
beasts : and what he hath scanted men in hair, he hatli 
given them in wit. 

Ant S. Why, but there many a man hath more 
hair than wit. 

Dro. S, Not a man of those but lie hath the wit to 
lose his hair. 

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men^plain 
dealers without wit. 

Dro, S. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost: Yet he 
loseth it in a kind of jollity. 

Ant S, For what reason? 

Dro. S. For two; and sound ones too. 

Ant S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro. S. Sure ones then. 

Ant S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.* 
the participle of the verb tofalm* 
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Pro. S. Certain ones then. 

Ani, S, Name them. 

Pro. S. The one, to save the money that he spends 
in tiring;*^ the other, that at dinner they should not 
drop in bis wrridge. 

Ant, S* You would all this time have proved there 
is no time for all things. 

Dro. S, Marry, and did, sirj namely, in no time to 
recover hair lost by nature. 

Ant S, But your reason was not substantial, why 
there is no time to recover. 

Dro. S. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald, and 
therefore, to the world’s end, will have bald followers. 

Ant S. 1 knew ’t would be a bald conclusion ; But 
soft! who wafts us yonder? 

Enter Adriana awe? Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and fro\vn ; 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects : 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once, when thou unurg’d wouldst vow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 

That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand, 

Tnat never meat sweet-savour’d in tliy taste, 

Unless I ^)ake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes i,t» 
That thou art then estranged from thyself? 

Tliyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear seifs belter part 
Ah, do not tear away thyself from n»e; 

Por know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall® 

^ attiring. 

^ Dromio proves that ** there is no time for all things, ” be- 
«ihse a man recovers hia liair, by means of n periwig, *' iu no 
iimeu” ^ 

- « Fall is here uied os a verb active. 
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A drop of water in die breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diminishing, 

As take from me thyself, and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick 
Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious! 

And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

^ ruffian lust should be contaminate! 

Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me, 

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear the stain’d skin of my harlot brow, 

And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring, 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow? 

I know thou canst; and therefore, see thou do it 
I am possess’d with an adulterate blot; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust ; 

For, if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed; 

I live dis-stain’d,® thou, undishonoured. 

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know you 
not: 

In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 

As strange unto your town as to your talk ; 

Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 

Want wit in all one word to understand. 

Luc. Fie, brother! how the world is chang’d with 
you! 

When were you wont to use my sister thus? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner 
Ant, S. By Dromio? 

Dro. S, By me? 

Adr. By thee; mid this thou didst return from 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows, 

Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

* unitaineJ. 
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Ant. S. Did you convere^ lir, with thii gcatilewoman? 
What ii the course and drift of your compact^ 

Dro. S. I, sir? I never saw her till this time. 

Ant S. Viliam, thou liest ; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart 
Dro. S. I never spake with her in all my life. 

Ant S. How can she thus then call us by our names, 
Unless it be by inspiration? 

Adr, How ill agrees it with your gravity, 

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood! 

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt,* 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine: 

Thou art an elm, my husband, I, a vine; 

Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state, 

Makes me with thy strength to communicate: 

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 

Usurping ivy, briar, or idle^ moss; 

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy s^, and live on thy confusion. 

Ant. S. To me she speaks; she moves me for het 
theme: 

What, was I married to her in my dream? 

Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this? 

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty, 

1 ’ll entertain the offer’d fallacy. 

Lite. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner. 
Dro. S. 0, for my beads! I cross me for a sinner. 
This is the fairy land;— 0, spite of spites! 

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites; 

« Egemjrt. Adriana iutendi to say that ithe must bear the 
Wrong; that Antipholua, being her husband, is released, 
acqnlUed/e#«npf, from any oonaequences of thii aiong, 

^ nwlesi, fmitleas ; as In desarts 
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If W€ obey them ijot, this will ensue, 

They ’ll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue, 
Luc* Wily prat’st thou to thyself, and answer’st nott 
Dromio, thou Dromio, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot! 
Dro. S. I am transformed, master, am I not? 

Ant S, I think tliou art, in mind, and so am I. 
Dro, S. Nay, master, both in mind, and in my shape. 
Ant S. Thou hast thine own form, 

Dro. .S. No, I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art chang’d to aught, ’t is to an ass. 
Dro. S. ’T is true; she rides me, and I long for grass. 
’T is so, I am an ass ; else it could never be, 

But I should know her os well as she knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 

To ^mt the finger in the eye and weep, 

Whilst man, and master, laugh my woes to scorn. 
Come, sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate; — 
Husband, I ’ll dine above with you to-day. 

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks : 

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master. 

Say, he dines forth, and let no ci'eature enter. 

Come, sister : — Dromio, play the ]X)rter well. 

Ant S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping, or waking? mad, or well-advis’d? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d! 

I ’ll say as they say, and persever so. 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. S. Master, sliall I be porter at the gate? 

Adr, Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break your pate. 
Luc, Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too lale. \JSx* 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L-^The same. 

Enter Aktipholus of Ephesus, Dromio of Eplieius, 
Angelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you must excuse us 
all. 

My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours : 

Say, that I linger’d with you at your shop. 

To see the making of her carcanet,® 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

But here ’s a villain, that would face me down 
-He met me on tlie mart ; and that 1 beat him, 

And charg’d him witli a tliousand marks in gold *, 

And that I did deny my wife and house : 

Thou dnmkord, thou, what didst thou mean by tliis ? 
Dro. E. Say wliat you will, sir, but I know what I 
know : 

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to 
show ; 

If the skin were parchment, and die blows you gave 
Were ink, 

Your own handwriting would tell you what 1 tliink. 
Ant. E. I think thou art an ass. 
l)ro. E. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear. 

1 should kick, being kick'd \ and, being at that pass. 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an ass. 
AntE. You are sad, signior Balthazar : Tray God, 
OUT cheer 

May answer my good will, and your good welcome here 
• Coreoast— ft chain, or necklaoe. 
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Bal 1 hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your wd- 
come dear. 

Anf. JS. 0, signior Balthazar 1 either at flesh or fish, 
A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish, 

Bal, Gh)od meat, sir, is common j that every churl 
aflbrds. 

Ani,E. And welcome more common; for that’s 
nothing but words. 

BcU. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry 
feast. 

Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host, and more sparing 
guest ; 

But though my cates be mean, take them in good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better he^. 
But, soft ; my door is lock’d. (Jo bid them let us in. 

Dro. E, Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, 
Jen’! 

Dro. S. \WUhin!\ Mome,*^ malt-horse, caprai, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch 1 

Kither get thee from the door, or sit down at the hatch : 
Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st for such 
store, 

When one is one too many ? (Jo, get thee from the door- 

Dro. E. What patch is made our porter ? My 
master stays in the street. 

Dro, S. Let him walk from whence he came, lest he 
catch cold on ’s feet. 

Ant. E. Who talks within there ? ho I open the door. 

Dro. S. Right, sir, I ’ll tell you when, an you ’D tell 
me wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wherefore ? for my dinner ; I have not 
din’d to-day. 

Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not ; come again 
when you may. 

* Uome it tho Preach word for a buflboh is to go in 

disguise t hence mtofMiery. Bat ssotM here means a blodrhesdi 
-*«cH&ething foolish. 

b PatcA~-a pretender, a decellfal fellow, one who is patehod np 
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AiA. E, What art thou, that keep’rt me out from 
the house I owe ? • 

Vro, S, The porter for this time, sir, and my name 
is Dromio. 

Dro. E* 0 villain, thou hast stolen both mine office 
and my name ; 

The one ne’er got me credit, the otlier mickle blame. 

If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place, 

Thou wouldst have chang’d thy face for a name, or thy 
name for an ass. 

Luce, f WitAm.] What a coil is there 1 Dromio, who 
are those at the gate f 

Dro. E. Let my master in, Luce. 

Luce. Fai^ no ; he comes ioo late j 

And so tell your master. 

Dro. E. 0 Lord, I must laugh 

Have at you with a proverb. — Shall I set in my staff? 

Luce. Have at you with another ; that ’s, — Who:) ? 
can you tell f 

Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou 
hast answer’d him well. 

Ant E. Do you hear, you minion ? you ’ll let us in, 

I hope? 

Luce. I thought to have ask’d you. 

Dro, S, And you said, no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help ; well struck j there was 
blow for blow. 

Ant E. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce. Can you tell for whose sake ? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant E. You 11 cry for this, minion, if I beat die 
door down. 

^ Luei. Wbat needs all that, and a pair of stocks in 
the town? 


• own. 
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[Within,] Who is that at the door, that keeps 
all this noise ? ^ / 

jDfio. 8. By my troth, your town is troubled with 
unruly boys. 

A^vt. E, Are you there, wife? you might have come 
before. 

Adr, Your wife, sir knave! go, get you from the 
door. 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knave 
would go sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome; we 
would fain have eidier. 

Bal, In debating which was best, we shall part with* 
neither. 

Dro, E, They stand at the door, master ; bid them 
welcome hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that we 
cannot get in. 

Dro, E. You would say so, master, if your garments 
were thin. 

Your cake here is warm witliin; you stand here in the 
cold : 

It would make a man mad as a buck to be so bought 
and sold. 

Ant. E. Go, fetch me something, I ’ll break ope the 
gate. 

Dro. 8. Break any breaking here, and 1 11 break 
your knave’s pate. 

Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, sir j 
^d words are but wind ; 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 

Dro. 8. It seems, thou want'st breaking ; Out upon 
thee, hind ! 

Dro. E. ’s too much, out upon thee 1 I pray 
thee, let me in. 

• Part witA— depart with. 
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Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fish 
have no fin. 

Ant H. Well, 1 ’ll break in : Gh), borrow me a crow. 
Dro. E. A crow without feather j master, mean 
you so? 

For a fish without a fin, there ’s a fowl without a feather: 
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we ’ll pluck a crow together. 
Ant. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 
Bal, Have patience, sir, 0 let it not be so. 

Herein you war against your reputation, 

And draw within tlie compass of suspect 
The unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this,*^ — Your long experience of her wisdom, 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown j 
And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you.** 

Be rul’d by me ; depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner ; 

And, about evening, come yourself alone, 

To know the reason of tliis strange restraint 
If by strong band you offer to break in, 

Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that supposed by the common rout, 

Against your yet ungalled estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion enter in, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead : 

For slander lives upon succession 5 
For ever housed, where it gets possession. 

Ant E. You have prevail’d. I will depart in quiet, 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 

1 know a wench of excellent discourse *, 

Pretty and witty ; wild, and yet, too, gentle • 

There will we dine : this woman that I mean, 

• Onee for all. 

^ To iMk$ the door to «till a provincial expretsion. 
tol. I. a 
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Hy wife (but, I protes^ without desert) 

H*th oft-times upbraided me withal j 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 

And fetch the chain ; by this, I Imow, ’t is made i 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; * 

For there ’s the house ; that chain will I bestow 
(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife) 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, maice haste : 

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 

1 11 knock elsewhere, to see if they ’ll disdain me, 

Ang. 1 11 meet you at that place, some hour hence. 
Ant. E. Do so. This jest shall cost me some expensa 

[Exemt. 

SCENE 11 . — The same. 

Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Syracuse. 
Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office ? shall, Antipholus, 

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs ^ rot ? 

Shall lore, in building, grow so rumous ? 

If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 

Then, for her wealth’s sake, use her with more kindness ; 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness ; 
Let not ray sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator j 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger ; 

^Bear a fair presence, tliough your heart be tainted; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 

Be secret-false : What need she be acquainted 9 
What simple thief brags of his own attaint 1 
T? is double wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 

Shame hath a bastard fam^ well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 

• PorvmtiM. tThls word is inTariably used throoghoQt the 
©trly editions of Shakspere for porcupine. 

^ laoe^tprings are the early ehooU of love. 



pmt n.] COMEPY OF EUEOES. * m 

Akfj pooT women! make us but believe^ 

Being compact o( credit,* that you love us ; 

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn,, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 

’T is holy sport, to be a little vain,^ 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant. S. Sweet mistress, (what your name is else^ I know 
not^ 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,) 

Less, in your knowledge, and your grace, you show not 
Than our earth’s wonder ; more tlian earth divine. 
Teach m^ dear creature, how to think and speak } 

Lay open to my earthy gross conceit, 

Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your words’ deceit. 

Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you, 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 

Are you a god 1 would you create me new 
Transform me then, and to your power I ’ll yield 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 

Your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, for more, to you do I decline. 

0, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 

To drown me in thy sister flood of tears *, 

Sing, siren, for thyself, and 1 will dote : 

Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs, 

And as a bed I ’ll take thee, and there lie ; 

And, in that glorious supposition, think 
He gains by death, that hath such means to die - 
Let Love,® being light, be drowned if she sink I 
Jmc. What, are you mad, that you do reason so 2 

• Compact of credulous. 

^ row-light of tongue. 

* Xove is here used as the queen of love. 
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Ant. S. Not mad, but mated *,* how, I do not know 
Luc. It is a fault that sprbgeth from your ey^ 

Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by. 
Luc, Gaze where you should, and that will clear your 
sight. 

Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on night. 
Luc. Why call you me love i call my sister so. 

Ant. S. Thy sister’s sister. 

Ztic. That ’s my sister. 

Mi. S. No; 

It is thyself, mine own seifs better part ; 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart ; 

My food, my fortune, and my sweet ho^je’s aim. 

My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven s claim. 

Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thoej 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life j 
Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife : 

Give me thy hand. 

Luc. 0, soft, sir, hold you still ; 

I ’ll fetch my sister, to get her good will. ^Exit Luc. 

Enter, from the house of Antipholus 0 / Ephesus, 
Dnoaiio (^Syracuse. 

Ant. S. Why, how now, Dromiol where runn’st thou 
so fast ? 

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir ? am 1 Dromio ? am I 
your man ? am I myself? 

^ Arvt. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
art thyself. 

JDro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man, and be- 
^ea myself. 

Ant, What woman’s man ? and how besides thy- 
self? 

, Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to a 

• To mats— to amats— is to make wnwlesa, to stupify as in a 
dream. Mcetan (Anglo-Saxon) is to dream. 
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woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one 
tliat will hare me. 

Ant, S. What claim lays she to thee ¥ 

Dro. S, Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay to 
your horse j and she would have me as a beast : not 
tliat, I being u beast, she would have me ; but that she, 
bemg*a very beastly creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. S. What is she ¥ 

Dro. S. A very reverent body ; ay, such a one as a 
man may not speak of, without he say, sir reverence 
I have but lean luck in the match, and yet is she a 
wondrous fat marriage. 

Ant. S. How dost thou mean a fat man-iage ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, she 's the kitchen-wench, and all 
grease ; and I know not what use to put her to, but to 
make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own 
li|;ht I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, 
will bum a Poland winter ; if she lives till doomsday, 
slie 11 bum a week longer than the whole world. 

Ant. S. What complexion is she of ¥ 

Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing 
like so clean kept. For why ¥ she sweats ; a man may 
go over shoes in the gi ime of it. 

Ant. S. That ’s a fault tliat water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, sir, ’t is in grain j Noah’s flood could 
not do it. 

Ant S. Wliat ’s her name ? 

Dro. S. Nell, sir but her name and three quarters, 
that ’s an ell and three quarters, will not measure her 
from hip to hip. 

Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth ¥ 4^ 

5. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip : she is spherical, like a globe. I could find out 
countries in her. 

Ant. 8. In what part of her liody stantls Ireland ¥ 

• When ftnytkiBg offensive was spoken of, this form of npology 
vaiused. 
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Dfo. S, Marry, sir, in her buttocks I found it out 
fay the bogs. 

Ant. S. Where Scotland! 

Dro. S, I found it by the barrenness ; hard, in the 
palm of the hand. 

Ant S. Where France! 

Dro. S. In her forehead ; armed and rererted, making 
war against her heir.® 

Ant S. Where England! 

Dro, S. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I could 
find no whiteness in them ; but I guess it stood in h« 
chin, by the salt rheum that ran between France and it. 

Ant S. Where Spain ! 

Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not ; but I felt it, hot in her 
breath. 

Ant S. “Where America, the Indies ! 

Dro. S. 0, sir, upon her nose, all o’er embellished 
with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their rich 
aspect to the hot breath of Spain ; who sent whole ai« 
madas of carracks to be ballast at her nose. 

Ant S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands! 

Dro. S. 0, sir, I did not look so low. To conclude, 
this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me : called me 
Dtomio ; swore, I was assured'’ to her ; told me what 
privy marks I had about me, as the mark of my shoul- 
der, the mole in my neck, the great wart on my left 
arm, that I, amazed, ran from her as a witch : 

And, I think, if my breast had not been made of faith, 
and my heart of steel, 

had transform’d me to a cuitail-dog, and made me 
^ turn i’ the wheel. 

Ant S, Go, hie thee pr^ently, post to the road ; 

And if the wind bbw any way from shor^ 

« This is gsnenlly held to be an alkfjlon to the War of the 
League— the war against Homy of Navarre, the ktk of 
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I will not barfxHir in tlili town tcMiight. 

If any bark imt forth, come to the mart, 

Where I will walk, till thou return to me 
If every one knows us, and we know none, 

’T is time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone, 

Dro, S. As from a bear a man would run for life, 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit 
Ant. S. There ’s none but witches do inhabit here ; 
And therefore ’t is high time that I were hence. 

She, that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor ; but her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace. 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty to'^ self-wrong, 

I ’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Master Antipholus ? 

An;t. S. Ay, that ’s my name. 

Ang. I know it well, sir. Lo, here is the chain ; 

I fliought to have ta’en you at the Poqjentine ; 

The chain unflnish’d made me stay thus long. 

Ant. S. What is your will that I shall do with this 1 
Ang. What please yourself, sir; I have made it for you. 
Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not. 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have ; 
Go home wifli it, and please your wife withal ; 

And soon at supper-time I ’ll visit you, 

And thfo receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now, 

Por fear you ne’er see chain nor money more. 

Ang. You are a merry man, sir ; fare you well. [Exit, 

• Omltg to— not o/— was the lihrascology of Shaksporo’s 
Ante. 
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B, What I ihould think of this I cannot tell i 
Bnt this 1 think, there 's no man is so vain 
That would rehise so fair an offer'd chain. 

1 see, a man here needs not live by shifb, 

When in the streets he meets such golden gills. 

I to the mart, and there for Dromio stay ; 

If any ship put out, then straight away. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1,-^The same* 

Enter a Merchant, Angulo, and an Officer. 

Mer, You know, since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much importun'd you, 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage : 

Therefore make present satisfaction, 

Or I ’ll attach you by tliis officer. 

Ang. Even just tlie sum that I do owe to you 
Is/ ^ing to me ® by Antipholus : 

And, in the ins' wt that I met witli you, 

He had of chain ; at five o’clock 
I shall receiVv e money for the same : 

Pleaseth you waA with me down to his house, 

I will discliarge my bond, and tliank you too. 

Enter Antipholus (^Ej^esus, and Dromio of 
Ephesus. 

Off. That labour may you save ; see where he comes, 
Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith’s house, go tliou 
And buy a rope’s end ; that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her cimfederates, 

For locking me out of my doors by day. 

But soft, I see the goldsmith : — get thee gone ; 

Buy thou a rope, aid bring it home to me. 

X)ro. £. I buy a thousand pound a year ! 1 buy a rope ! 

[Eani Bromio, 

Ant, E* A man is well holp up that trusts to you. 

I promised your presence, and (he chain ; 

But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me : 

• Orowing to me— accruing to me. 
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you iiiouglit our lov© would 1a«t too loug, 

If it were cliain’d together ; and therefore came not 
Anff, Saving your merry humour, here ’s the note 
Sow much your chain weighs to the utmost carat; 

The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion ; 

Which doth amount to three odd aucats more 
Than 1 stand debted to this gentleman : 

I pray you, see him presently discharg’d. 

For be is bound to sea, and stays but for it 
AM. E. I am not furnish’d with the present money ; 
Besides I have some business in the town : 

Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof ; 

Perchance, I will be there as soon as you. 

Ang, Then you will bring the chain to her yourself! 
Ant. E. No } bear it with you, lest I come not time 
enougb 

Ang. Welljj^ sir, I will : Have ywi the chain about 


Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have ; 

Or else you may return w^tliout your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain; 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman. 

And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant. E, Good Lord, you use this dalliance to wcctise 
Your breach of promise to the Porpentine : 

I should have chid you for not bringing it, 

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour steals on; 1 pray you, sir, despatch. 
jptg. You hear how he importunes me ; the chain^^ 
Ant. E* Why# give it to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now j 
Either send the chain, or send me by some token. 

Ant. E. Fie ! now you run this humour out cf brea^: 
Come, where ’s fixe chain? 1 pray you, let me sec k. 
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Mm My l»sine8f caimot bitK>k this dallianc# : 

Good sir, say, whe’r you 11 answer or no; 

If not, 1 11 leave him to <he officer. 

Ant, E. I answer you ! What should I answer you I 
Anff, The money that you owe me for the chain. 
Ant E. I owe you none, till I receive the chain. 
Ang, You know I gave it you half an hour since. 
Ant, E, You gave me none ; you wrong me much 
to say so. 

Ang, You wrong me more, sir, in denying it: 
CJonsider, how it stands upon my credit 
Mer, Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 

Off, I do j and charge you, in the duke’s nam^ to 
obey me. 

Ang, This touches me in reputation 
Either consent to pay this sum for m^ 

Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant, E, Consent to pay thee that I never had 1 
Anest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st 
Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer. 

I would not spare my brother in this case, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off, I do arrest you, sir ; you hear the suit. 

Ant. E, I do obey thee, till I give thee bail : 

But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not 

Enter Dromio o/ Syracuse. 

Dro. S, Master, there ’s a bark of Epidamnmn, 

That stays but till her owner comes aboard. 

And the]^ sir, she bears away : our traughtag^ sir, 

I have convey’d aboard ; and I have bought 
’Bie oil, the balsamum, and aquarvitas. 
ihi^ if in her trim ; the merry wind 
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Blows 4iitr from land : they stay for nought at all. 

But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant, E. How now! a madman^ Why, thou peevish* 

What ship of fepidamnum stays for me f 
Era, S, A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage. 

Ant E, Thou drunhen slave, I sent thee lor a rqie : 
And fold thee to what purpose, and what end. 

, Dro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope’s-end as soon ; 
You sent ifie to tiie.bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure, 
And teach your ears to list me with more heeil. 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight : 

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That ’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry, 

There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it ; 

Tell her, I am arrested in the street, 

And that shall bail roe : hie tliee, slave ; be gone. 

On, officer, to prison till it come. 

[Exeunt Merchant, Angelo, Officer, and A'sr, E. 
Dro. S. To Adriana! that is where we din’d, 

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband ; 

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 

Thither I must, although against my will, 

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. [Exit. 

SCENE II. — T/ie same. 

Enter Adruna and Luciana, 

Adr. Ah, Liiclana, did he tempt thee so * 

Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest, yea, or no ? 

Look’d he or red, or pale j or sad or merrily 
What observation mad’st thou hi this casg, 

Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face? 

* Fettrfilk— filly. SAeq) and ship were pronounced alike* 
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Luc. First, he denied you had in him no right.^ 

Adr. He meant he did me none; the more my spite. 
Luc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger here. 
Adr, And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were.. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr, And what said he ? 

Lxte. That love I begg d for you, he begg’d of me. 
Adr. With wliat persuasion did he tempt tiiy love? 
Luc. With words that in an honest suit might move. 
First, he did praise my beauty ; tlien, my speech. 

Adr, Didst speak him fair ? 

Luc. Have patience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still ; 

My tongue, tliough not my liear^ shall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere, 

Ill-fac’d, worse-bodied, shapeless everywhere ; 

Vicious, migentle, foolish, blunt, unkind ; 

Stigmatical^ in making, worse in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of such a one? 

No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah ! but I tliink him better tlian I say, 

And yet would herein otliers’ eyes were worse ; 

Far from her nest the lapwing cries, away ; 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curse. 
Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

I)ro. S. Here, go : the desk, the purse ; sweet, now, 
make haste. 

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

Dro. S. By running fast. 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he well ? 
Dro. S. No, he ’s in Tartar limbo, worse than hell. 
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him ; 

One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel ; 

A liend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ; 

^The madsm construction would be— '‘He denied yon had 
in him a riglrt." 

in form ; with a mark upon him. 
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A nay, woMe,--a fellow all in buff ;• 
Aback-^end, a shoulder-clapper, one that countennaiids 
The passages of alleys, creel^ and narrow lands $ 

A l«)und that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to bell.* 
Adr* Why, man, what is the matter ? 

Dro* S. I do not know the matter ; he is ’rested on 
the case. 

Adf* What, is he arrested ? tell me, at whose suit. 
Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested, well ; 
But is in a suit of bufl^ which ’rested him, that can I 
tell: 

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money in 
his desk? 

Adr, Go fetch it, sister. — ^This I wonder at. 

[Exit Luo. 

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt 
Tell me, was he arrested on a band f ^ 

JDsro, S, Not on a band, but on a stronger thing ; 

A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ? 

Adr» What, the chain? 

Dro. S. No, no, the bell : ’t is time that I were gone. 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 
Adr, The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 
Dro. S. 0 yes. If any hour meet a sergeant, a’ turns 
back for very tear. 

Adr, As if Time were in debt ! how fondly dost thou 
reason! 

* The occnpation of the bailiff being somewhat dan^roni in 
limes when men were ready to resist the execution of the law 
with the sword and rapier, he was clothed with the ox-akin, the 
hair, which in Warfare subsequently took the place of the heavier 
coat of mail. 

>> The lumnd that runs counter runs upon a false oourie ; but 
the hound that draws dry-foot well follows the game by the 
scent of the loot. 

« HeU was the name of a place of confinement under the £a* '' 
iheoper Chamber for the debtors of the Crown. 
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Dro. S. 'time w a rery bankrout, and owes more 
than he ’s worth, to season. 

Nay, he *s a thief too : Have you not heard men say, 
That Time comes stealing on by night and day 9 
If he be in debt, and theft, and a sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day 9 

£/iier Luciana, 

Adr. Go, Dromio ; there ’s the money, bear it straight} 
And bring thy master home immediately. 

Come, sister ; I am pess’d down with conceit; 

Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL— same. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. There ’s not a man I meet but doth salute 
me, 

As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me, some invite me ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 

Some offer me commodities to buy : 

Ev^ now a tailor call'd me in his shop, 

And slKm'd me silks that he had bought for me, 

And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dbohio of Syracuse. 

JDro. S. Master, here 's the gold you sent me for : 
What, have you got [rid of] &e picture of Old Adam 
new apparelled 9 

Ant, S. What gold is this 9 What Adam dost thou 
mean 9 

J?ro. 8, Not that Adam that kept the paradise, but 
Adam tlmt keeps the prison ; he that goes in the 
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calf Wkin that was killed ibr the prodigal ; he that 
came behind you, sir, like an evil angel, and bid you 
forsake your liberty. 

Ant S, 1 understand thee not. 

Dm, S, No f why, ’t is a plain case : he that went 
like a base-viol, in a case of leatlier ; the man, sir, that, 
when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and Vests 
them ; he, sir, that takes pity on decayed men, and gives 
them suits of durance ; he that sets up his rest to do 
more exjdoits with his mace, Uian a morris-pike, * 

Ant. S. What ! thou mean’st an officer ? • 

Dro. S, Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he, tliat 
brings any man to answer it that breaks his band ; one 
that thinks a man always going to bed, and says, “ God 
give you good rest ! ” 

8. W ell, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is tliere 
any ship puts forth to-night ? may we be gone ? 

Dro, S, Why, sir, I brought you word an hour since, 
(liat the bark Expedition put forth to-night ; and dien 
were you hindered by the sergeant, to tarry for the hoy 
Belay : Here are the angels that you sent for, to deliver 
you. 

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I ; 

And here we wander in illusions ; 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence ! 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour, Well met, well met, master Antipholus. 

1 see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now : 

Is that the chain you pflomis’d me to-day i 
Ant, S, Satan, avoid ! 1 charge thee, tempt me not ! 
Dro, S. Master, is this mistress Satan 1 
Ant, S. It is the devil. ^ 

Dro, S, Nay, she is worse, she is the devil’s dam j 
and here she comes in tlie habit of a light wench ; and 
thereof comes, that the wenches say, “ God damn 
* A mmi$-pike was the pike of the Moors. 
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as much u to lay, ** God make me a light 
w^nch,” It is written, they appear to men like angels 
of light ; liglit is an effect of nre, and fire will bum 5 
e^^o, light wenches will bum. Come not near her. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir. 
Will you go with me ? We ’ll mend our dinner here, 
Dro. S, Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat, or 
bespeak a long spoon. 

Ant S* Why, Dromiof 

Drg^ S. Marry, he must liave a long spoon that must 
eat wrai the devil. 

Ant, S. Avoid then, fiend ! what tell’st thou me of 
■ sapping? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 

I conjure tliee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour, Give me tlie ring of mine you had at dinner^ 
Or, for my diamond, die chain you promis’d ; 

And I ’ll be -gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. S. Some devils ask but the paring of one’s nail, 
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous, 

Would have a chain. 

Master, be wise ; an’ if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain ; 

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio> let 
us go. 

Dro, S. Fly pride, says the peacock ; Mistress, that 
you know. [Exeunt Ant. S. and Duo. S. 
Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad, 

Else would he never so demean himself: 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

Both one and other he denies me now. 

leasosi diat I gadier he is mad, 

(^Borides this piesent instance of his rage,) 

u 
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II a mad tale be told to-day at dinner^ 

Of hie own doors being shut a^inst his entrance. 
Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his house, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic. 

He rush'd into my house, and took p^orce 
My ring away : This course I fittest choose ; 

For forty ducats is too much to lose, j Exit. 

SCENE IV.~27ie same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, and asi Officer 
Ant. E. Fear me not, man, I will not break away : 

I *11 give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as I am ’rest^ for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day ; 

And will not lightly trust the messenger : 

That 1 should be attach'd in Ephesus, 

I tell you, ’t will sound harshly in her ears. — 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, with a ropers end. 
Here comes my man ; I tliink he brings the money. 
How now, sir ? Irnve you that I sent you for? 

Dro. E. Here 's that, I wari’ant you, will pay them 
all. 

Ant. E. But where *8 the money I 
Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the mcmejr for the rope. 
Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a to^ f 
Dro. E. I ’ll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 
Ant. E. To wliat end did I bid tliee hie thee home ? 
Dro. E. To a rope’s end, sir, and to that end am 1 
return’d. 

r Ant. E, And to that end, sir, I will welcome you. 

[Beating him. 

Of. Good sir, be patient. 

Drv. E. Nay, ’t is for me to be patient ; I am m 
adyersity. 



CX>M1SDY OF ERBOas. IM 

Good now, liold % tongu^ 

lSrv» JS. Nny, rather persuade him to hold his hands 

Ant E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Dro. E, I would I were senseless, sir, that I might 
not feel your blows- 

Ant E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and 
so is an ass. 

D>*o. E. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it by 
my long ears. I have served Wm from the nour of my 
nativity to this instfmt, and have nothing at his hands 
for my service but blows : when I am cold, he heats 
me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools me widi 
beating; I am waked with it, when I sleep; raised 
with it, when I sit ; driven out of doors with it, when I 
go ftom home ; welcomed home with it, when I return : 
nay, I bear it on my shoulders, as a beggar wont her 
brat ; and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall beg 
with it from door to door. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, and the Courtezan, 
Pinch, and others. 

Ant. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder. 

Dro. E. Mistress, respice fincm, respect your end ; or 
rather the prophecy, like the parrot, Beware the rope’s 
end.” 

Ant E. Wilt thou still talk ? [^Beats him. 

Cour. How jay you now ? is not your husoand mad ? 

Adn His incivility conflrms no less. 

Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 

Establish Tlim in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

X«o. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks I 

Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his extasy ! 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
pulse. 

Ant. E. 'Kiere is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

Pmeh. I chaarge thee, Satan, hous’d within this man, 
yo yield possession to my holy prayers, 
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Axid to flty state of darkness hie thee straight ; 

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I om not mad* 
Adr, O, that diou wert not^ poor distressed soul! 
Ard, E. You minion, you, are these your customers^ 
Did this companion with the saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 

And I denied to enter in my house t 
Adr. O husband, God doth know, you din’d at home, 
Where ’would you had remain’d until this time, 

Free from these slanders, and this open shame ! 

Ant E, Din’d at home I Thou villain, what say ’st 
thou? 

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 
A7it E. Were not my doors lock’d up, and I shut 
out? 

Dro. E* Perdy, your doors were lock’d, and you 
shut out 

Ant E. And did not she herself revile me there ? 
Dro, E. Sans fable, she herself revil’d you there. 
Aid, E, Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
scorn me ? 

Z>ro. E. Certes, she did ; the kitchen-vestal scorn’d 
you. 

Ant E. And did I not in rage depart from thence? 
Dro. D. In verity, you did ; — my bones bear witness, 
That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is ’t good to soothe him in these contraries ? 
Pinch. It is no shame *, the fellow finds his vein, 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

ArU, E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to anest 
* me. 

Adr. Alas ! I sent you money to redeem yma, 

By Dromio here, who came in baste for it 
Dro. E. Money by me ? heart and good-will you 
might, 

But^ fUiely, master, not a rag of money. 



133 


Statu tv.] dOIIBDT OF SaHOES. 

Jlnt* Went^3t not thoa to her for a pi^ of ducats ) 
u4dr. He came to me, and I deliver’d it 
Luo, And I am witness with her, that she did. 

Dro» E. God and the rope-maker, bear me witness, 
That 1 was sent tor nothing but a rope ! 

Pmoh, Mistress, both man and master is possess’d ; 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room. 

Anvt. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth to-day ! 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Ach', I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no gold ; 

But I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out. 

Adr, Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false in both. 
Ant, E, Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 

To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 

But widi these nails I ’ll pluck out these false eyes. 
That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

[Pinch and his Assistants bind Ant. E. and Dao. E. 
Adr. 0, bind him, bind him, let him not come near 
me. 

Pinch. More company; the fiend is strong within him. 
Luo. Ah me, poor man! how pale and wan he looks ! 
Ant. E. . What, will you murder me I Tliou gaoler^ 
thou, 

I am thy prisoner : wilt Uiou sxiffer them 
To make a rescue? 

Ojf. Masters, let him go : 

He IS my prisoner, and you shall iiot have him. 

Pinch. Go, bind this man, foi he is frantic too. 

Adr. What wilt thou do, diou peevish officer? 

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

Off. He is my prisoner ; if I let him go, 

The d^t he owes will be requir’d of me. 

4iir, 1 will discharge thee, ere 1 go from thee *. 
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Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it 
Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house. 0 most unhaj^ day ! 

AnU M, 0 most unhappy strumprtl 
Dro. E. Master, I am here enter’d in bond for you. 
Ant E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost thou 
mad me? 

Dro, E. Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, 
good master ; cry, the devil. — 

Luc, God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 
Adr, Go,bear iiim hence. — Sister, go you with me.-— 
[Exeuni Pinch and Assistants, with 
Ant. E. and Dro. E. 

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith. Do you know him ? 
Adr. I know the man: What is the sum he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Say, how grows it due? 

Off. Due for a chain your husband had of him, 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not. 
(Jour. When as your hufoand, all in rage, to-day 
Came to ray house, and took away my ring, 

(The rmg I saw upon his finger now,) 

Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it 
Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is j 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

.Enfer Antipholus o/ Syracuse, with his rapier dravm ^ 
and Dbomio of Syracuse. 

Luc. God, for thy mercy ! th^y are loose again. 

* Adr. And come with naked swords j let ’s call am 
help, 

To have them bound again. 

Off. Away, they 11 kill us. 

[Exeufit Officer, Ana., and 
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Ant S, 1 sbe, witches are afiraid of swords. 

Dro, fit. She that woidd be your wifb now ran from you- 
Ant, S, Come to the Cehkur; fetch our stuff from 
thence: 

X long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

JDro, S. Faith, stay here this night, they will surely 
do us no harm ; you saw they speak us fair, give us 
gold : metbinks they are such a gentle nation, tlmt, but 
for the mountain of mad flesh that claims marriage of 
me, I could find in my heart to stay here still, and 
turn witch. 

Ant S, I will not stay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff* aboard. [Exeunt 

• baggage. ** ITie hinges stuff” is often mentioned in 
the orders issu^ for royal progresses 
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ACT V, 

SCENE L^The sam. 

Enter Merchant and Ai<io£l.o. 

Ang, I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d yon j 
But, I protest, he had the chain of me, 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the city I 
Ang, Of veiy reverent reputation, sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city ; 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer, SpeA softly : yonder, as I thmk, he walks. 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio 0/ Syracuse. 
Ana. ’T is so ; and that self chain about his neck, 
Whicn he forswore, most monstrously, to have. 

Good sir, draw near to me, 1 ’ll speak to him. 

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 

That you would put me to this shame and trouble j 

And not without some scandal to yourself, 

With circumstance and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, which now yon wear so openly ; 

Beside the charge, the sname, imprisonmeTit, 

You have done wrong to this my honest friend 5 
Who^ but for staying on our controversy, 

Had hoisted sail, and put to sea t(Hlay : 

This chain you had of me, can you deny it! 

Ant, S, I think I had ; I never did deny it. 

Mer, Yes, that you di^ sir ; and forswore it too. 
Ant. Who heard me to deny it, or forswear Hf 
' Mer. These ears of mine, thou kno west, did hear thee 1 
Fie on thee, wretch ! ’t is pity that thou liv’it 
To walk where any honest mm resort 
Ant S. Thou art ft villain to impeadi me thus 1 
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1 11 prove mme honour and mine honesty 
Against thee presently^ if thou dai'st stand. 

Mer* 1 dai^ and do defy thee for a villain. 

[They draw. 

Enter AnniiNA, Lucuna, Courtezan, and others, 

Ad/r, Hold, hurt him not, for God's sake; lie is mad ; 
Some get within him,* take his sword away : 

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 

Dro, S. Run, master, run ; for God's sake take a house. ^ 
This is some priory.— In, or we are spoil’d. 

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dao. S. to the Priory 

Enter the Abbess. 

Abb, Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you hither f 
Adr. To letch my poor distracted husbmid lienee ; 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 

And bear him home for bis recovery. 

Any. I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mer, I am sorry now tliat I did draw on him. 

Abb, How long hath this possession held the man ? 
Adr. This week he hath b^ heavy, sour, sad, 

And much different from the man he was j 
But, till this afternoon, his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb, Hath he not lost much wealth by wrack ol sea? 
Buried some dear ftiend ! Hath not else his eye 
Stray'd bis affection in unlawful love I 
A sin prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr, To none of these, except it be the last; 

Namely, some love, that drew him oft from liome. 

Abb, Ymi should for that have reprehended him. 

Aik-* Why, so I did. 

• ffet tpUhin Am-<los6 with him. 

^ This a Awis^-take to a house ; take the shelter of a house. 
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Ay, but not rough <nouglL 
Adr, Am roughly ai my modesty vitnld. let m«. 

Abb, Haply, in jffivate. 

Adr, And in auembliei too. 

Abb, Ay, but not enough. 

Adr, It was the copy of our conference ; 

Imhed, he slept not for my urgi^ it ; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 

In company, I often glanced it ; 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And therefore came it that the man was mad : 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tootL 
It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing : 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy upbmidings ; 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions, 

Thereof the raging tire of fever bred ; 

And what ’s a fever but a fit of madness ? 

Thou say’st his s^ts were hinder’d by thy brawls j 
Sweet recreation barr d, what doth ensue 
But moody and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair, 

And, at her heels, a huge infectious tmop 
Of p^e distemperatuTes, and foes to life T 
In mod, in sport, and life-preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man, or beast : 

The consequence is tlien, thy jealous fits 
Have scar’d thy husband from die use of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 

When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and wildly i 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not ? 

Adr, She did betray me to my own reproof. — 

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

AtA. wo, not a creature alters in my house. 

Adr,^ Tb^ let your servants bring my husband Alth* 
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AblK Nelilier ; he took this place for sanotoary, 
And it shafi pririlege him tcom youi handa, 

Till I have brought him to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr* 1 will attend nay husband, be his nurse, 

0iet his sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Ahb. Be patient : for I will not let him stir. 

Till I have used the approved means I have, 

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 

To make of him a form^ man again : 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order ; 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr, I will not hence, and leave my husband heie j 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness, 

To separate the husband and the wife. 

Ahb. Be quiet, and depart, thou shalt not have him. 

[Exit ABBEsa. 

Luc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 

Adr. Come, go j I will fall prostrate at his fe^, 

And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 

And take perforce my husband tvom the abb^. 

Mer. By this, I tli^k, the dial points at five : 

Anon, I ’m sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vaie, — 

The place of depth and sorry execution, 

Behind the ditcnes of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what cause f 

Mer. To see a reverend Syracusan merchantt 
Who put unluckily into this bay, 

A^unst the laws and statutes of ffiis town, 

B&eaded publicly fbr his ofience. 

Ang, Sw where they <:ome; we will behold Ins deallk 

Luo. Kxteel to the duke^ before he pass the ftU)ey. 
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Duxb, attended; ^axoN^ bare-headed; teWt 
the Headsman and other Officers. 

Xktke, Yet once again j^oclaim it publicly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr, Justice, most sacred duke, against the abbess I 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 

It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it please your graces, Antipholus, my hus- 
band, — 

Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 

At your important letters, — this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ; 

That desperately he hurried through the street, 

^ith him his bondman, all as mad as he,) 

Doing displeasure to the citiiens 
By rushing in their houses, Iwaring thence 
Rmgs, jewels, anything his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and sent him home ; 

Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went, 

That here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strong escape,* 

He broke from, those that had fiie ?uard of him ; 

And, with his mad attendant and himself 
Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 

Met us again, and, madly b^t on us, 

Chas’d us away ; till, raising of more aid, 

We came again to bind them ; then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we pursued them ; 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 

And will not sufler us to fetch him out^ 

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command, 

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
Duke. Long since, thy husband serv’d me in my wars 
• &mg ci&tpe^mage ^ected by strength. 
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And I to thee engag’d a prince’i word, 

When thou didit malce bun master of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could. 

Qo, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate, 

And bid the lady abbess come to roe j 
1 will determine this before 1 stir. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, 0 mistress, mistress, shift and save yourself! 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 

Beaten the maids a-row,® and bound the doctor, 

Whose beard they have sing’d off with brands of fire j 
And ever as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddl^ mire to quench the hair : 

My master preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with scissors nicks him like a fool 
And, sure, imlesa you smd some present help, 

Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool 1 thy master and his man are here j 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Sere. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 

I have not breath’d almost since I did see it 
He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you, 

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you : [Cry vsithin* 
ECatk, har^ 1 hear him, mistress ; fly, be gone. 

Duke. eWe, stand by me, fear nothing : Guard with 
halbe^. 

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband I Witness you 
That he is borne about invisible : 

Even now we hous’d him in the abbey here ; 

And now he ’s there, past thought of human reason. 

ANTXPHOLua and Dromio (^Ephesus. 

Ant. M. Justice, most gracious duke, oh, grant me 
justice! 

• A-mihHm row t one after the other. ^ 

^ It was the euitoni to tha’ve, or crop, the heads of idiots. 
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Erm tur the aervice that long smce 1 did thae, 

When I begtrid Oiee in the wan, and took 
Deep icara to me thy life ; even for the blood 
That then I lost for mee, now grant me justice I 

Unless the fear of dealb doth make me dote^ 

1 see my son Anti|^olui and Dromb. 

Ant E» Justice, sweet prince, against that woniAQ 
there. 

She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife ; 

Hiat hath abused and dishonoar’d me, 

Even in the strength and height of injury 1 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

Duke* Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 
Ant* E. This day, great duk^ she shut the doots* 
upra me, 

While she with harlots* feasted in my house. 

Duke, A grievous fault : Say, woman, didst thou so! 
Adr: No, my good lord j — myself, he, and my sister, 
To-day did dine together : So befall my soul 
As this is false he burthens me withal I 
Luc* Ne’er may 1 look on day, nor sleep on night, 
But she tells to your highness simple truth ! 

Anff. 0 peijur’d woman 1 they are both forsworn. 

In this the madman justly chargelh them. 

Anf. E. My lieg^ I am advised what I sayj 
Neither disturbed with the effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire, 

Albeit my wron^ might make one wiser mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 

Ihat goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with hoy 
Could witness ih for he was with me then j 
Who parted witn me to go fetch a chain, 

Prcmnsing to bring it to the Porpentine, 

Where B^thazar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

* A fmloi was, odgioilly, t^ktrelmg* 
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I wfint to seek him : la ^ street 1 met him j 
Atidf in hii company, that gentleman. 

There did this periur^d goldsmith swear me down, 

That I this day of him receiv’d die chain, 

Which, God he kno^ 1 saw not : for the which, 

He did arrest me with an officer. 

I did obe^ ; and sent my pasant home 
For certam dncats ; He with none return’d. 

Then fairly I bespoke the officer, 

To go in person with me to my house. 

By th’ way we met my wife, her sister, and a rabble more 

Of vile cOTifederates ; along with them 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortime-teller ; 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man : this pernicious slave, 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer, 

And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 

And with no face, as ’t were, outfacing me, 

Cries out, I was possess’d ; ffien all together 
Ihey fell upcm me, bound me, bore me thence j 
And in a d^k and dankish vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound togeftier ; 

Till gnawing with my teeth^y bonds in sunder, 

I gain’d my freedom, and immediately 
Bon hither to your grace ; whom I beseech 
To give me ample satisfaction 
For these deep shames, and great indignities. 

Anff, My lord, in truth, fiius tar I witness with him, 
That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d out 
Duke, But had he such a chain of thee, or no ¥ 

An^, He bad, my lord : and when he ran in her^ 
peo|de taw the chain about his neck. 

Mer, i^ides, I will be sworn, tiiese ears of maw 
Heard you eosifesf you had the chain of him, 

After you iSrst forswore it on the mart, 

Axidf mereupon, I drew my sword on you; 
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And then you fled into this abbey here, 

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle. 

Ant JE* I never came within these ^bey wall^ 

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me ; 

I never saw the chain, so help me Heaven ! 

And this is false you burthen me withal. 

Dttke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this ! 

I fliink you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been ; 

If he were m^ he would not plead so coldly : 

You say he din’d at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying : — Sirrah, what say you^ 

Dro, E. Sir, he din’d with her there, at the Porpentin& 
Cour. He did ; and from my finger snatch’d that ring. 
Ant E. ’T is true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw’st fiiou him enter at the abbey here ? 
Cour. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 
Duke, Why, this is strange ; — Go call the abbess 
hither ; 

I think you are all mated, or stark mad. Attend. 

Mge, Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a word; 
Haply, I see a friend will save my life. 

Ana pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke, Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt. 

JBge. Is not yotxr name, sir, call’d Antipholus f 
And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman, sir, 
But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two ray cords : 

Now am I Dromio, and his man, imbound. 

JEge. I am sure you both of you remember me. 

Dro* E. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you j 
For lately we were boimd, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir^ 

ASge, Why look you strange on me f you know me 
^ weU. 

Anf. E* I never saw you in my life, till now. 
jEge. Oh ! grief hath chang’d me, since you saw 
last; 
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And car6M homs, with Time’s deformed band. 

Have written strange defeatures in my face ; 

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice? 

Ajnt. E* Neidier. 

JEffe. Bromio, nor thou? 

Dro, E No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

JEffe, I am sure thou dost 

Ero. E. Ay, sir ? but I am sure I do not ; and wbat^ 
soever a man denies you are now bound to believe him. 

JEge, Not know my voice I 0, time’s extremity i 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue^ 

In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of mitim’d cares ? 

Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow, 

And all die conduits of my blood froze up. 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All diese old witnesses (I cannot err) 

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant* E. I never saw my father in my life. 

But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 

Thou know’st we parted : but, perhaps, my son, 

Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant. E. The duk^ and all that know me in the city, 
Can witness with me that it is not so ; 

I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 

EttJbs. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa ; 

I se^ thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Enttr tAe Abbms, toith Antipholus 0/ Syracuse, and 
DnoMio 0 / Syracuse. 

Most mighty duke, behold a man much wronged. 

[AU goither to see tos. 
Adf . I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
voir, i* jr 
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Duke, One of tiheue men ia genius to the Other 5 
And so of these : Which is the natural man, 

And which the spirit f WIjo deciphers them f 
Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio ; command him away. 
Dro, E, I, sir, am Dromio ; pray, let me stay. 

Ant, S, J&gem, art thou not t or else his ghost! 

Dro. S. 0, my old master, who hath bound him heare 1 
Ahh. Whoever bound him, I will loose his b<mds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty : 

Speak, old jEgeon, if diou be’st man 
That hadst a wife once called j^hnilia, 

That bore thee at a burthen two fair sons : 

0, if thou be’st the same ^geon, speak, 

And speak unto the same j^^ilia ! 

^ge. If I dream not, tliou art ^Emilia ; 

If thou art she, tell me, where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ! 

Ahh. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I, 

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Ehnmio and my son from them, 

And me they left with those of Epidamnum : 

What then ^came of them I cannot tell ; 

1, to this fortune that you see me in. 

DvliO, Why, here begins his morning story right 
These two Antipholus’, these two so like, 

And these two Dromios, one in semblance, — 

Besides her urging of her wrack at sea, — 

Tliese are the parents to these children, 

'Which accidentally are met together. 

Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first ! 

Ant, S. No, sir, not I j I came from Syracuse. 

Duke, Stay, stand apart ; I know not which ia which* 
Ant. E, I came from Corinth, my most gracious lord, 
Dro. E. And I with him. 

Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most teems 
warrior 

Duke Henaphon, your most renowned uncle. 
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Adr* Which of you two did dine with me to4ay ? 
Ant. S. I, gentle mistresg. 

Adr. And are not you my huri)and 1 

Ant E. No, I say nay to that 

Ant. S. And so do I, yet did she call me so ; 

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 

Did call me brother : — What I told you then, 

I hope 1 shall ha^e leisure to make good ; 

If tl^ be not a dream I see and hear. 

'Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me. 
Ant. S. I think it be, sir ; I deny it not 
Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me. 
Ang. I think I did, sir ; I deny it not 
Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail. 

By Dromio ; but 1 think he brought it not 
Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv’d from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 

I see, we still did meet each other’s man, 

And I was ta’en for him, and he for me, 

And thereupon these Errors are arose. 

Ant E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Ettke. It shall not need ; thy father hath his life. 
Caur. Sir, 1 must have that diamond fmm you. 

Ant. E. There, take it j and much thanks for my 
good cheer. 

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here. 

And hear at large discours^ all our fortunes : 

And all that are assembled in this place, 

That by this sympathised one day’s error 
Have suffer’d wrong, go, keep us company, 

And we shall make Ml satisfaction. 

Twenty-five years have 1 but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons j nor, till this present hour, 

My heavy burthens are delivered ; 

The duke^ my .husband, and my childxm both, 
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And you tte calendars of their nativity, 

Go to a gossip’s feast, and go with me ; 

After so long grief, such nativity ! 

Duke, With all tny heart, I ’ll gossip at this feast 
[Exeunt Duke, Abbess, i^oKON, Courteam, 
Merchant, Angelo, and Attendants, 
Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff trom 
shipboard? 

Ant B, Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou 
embark’d ? 

Dro, S. Your goods, that lay at host, sir, in tiic 
Centaur. 

Ant S. He speaks to me ; I am your master, 
Dromio ; 

Come, go with us ; we ’ll look to that anon : 

Embrace tby brother there, rejoice with him. 

[Exemt Ant. S. and E., Ana., and Li?o. 
Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your masters bouse, 
lhat kitcben’d me for you to-day at dinner j 
She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinla, you are my glass, and not my 
brother : 

I see, by you, I am a sweet-fac’d youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 

,Dro. S. Not I, sir j you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That ’s a question : how shall we it ? 
Dro. S. We ’ll draw cuts ibr tlie senior ; till then, 
lead tliou first 
t Dro. E. Nay, then thus : 

We came into the world like brother and brother ; 

And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before 
anotlrer. [Exenni; 
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This play was one of those published in Shakspere's 
lifetime. The first edition appeared in 1598. In the 
first collected edition, the fifiio of 1623, the text differs 
little fiom the original quarto. 

From the title of the first edition of * Ldve’s liabour ’s 
I/Mt,* we learn that, when it was presented before Quecsi 
Elisabeth, at tbe Christmas of 1597, it had been newly 
corrected and augmented,” As no edition of the 
comedy before it was corrected and augmented, is known 
to exist, we have no proof that the few allusions to tem- 
porary circumstances, which are supposed in some degree 
to fix the date of the play, may not apply to the aug- 
mented copy only. In the extrinsic evidence, therefore, 
which this comedy supplies, there is nothing whatever to 
disprove the bdief which we entertain that, before it had 
bem ^corrected and augmented,” ‘Love’s Labour ’s 
Lost ’ was one of the plays produced by Shakspere about 
1689, when, being only twenty-five years of age, be was 
A joint-pn^rietor in the Blackfriars theatre. The intrinsio 
evidence iq)pear8 to us entirely to support this opinion. 

There is no historical foun^tion for any portion of the 
adicn of this comedy. There was no Ferdinand King 
of Navarre. We have no evidence of a difference be- 
twe«i France and Navarre as to possessions in Aquitwne. 

(teles Lamb was wont to call ‘Love's Labour V 
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tost’ Hie Comedy of Lewurcl T is certain Hiat Itt the 
commonwealth of King Ferdinand of Naram wo 
have— 

*• An men idle, all ; 

And women too.'* 

But still all this idleness is too energetic to warrant tis 
in calling this the Comedy of Leisure. I»et us try again. 
Is it not the Comedy of Atfectations ? 

Moli^ in his ‘ Pr^cieuses Ridicules,’ has admirably 
hit off one affectation that had found its way into the 
private life of his own times. In ‘ Love’s Labour ’s Lost ’ 
Shakspere presents us almost every variety of affectation 
that is founded upon a misdirection of intellectual acti- 
vity. We have here many of the forms in which clever- 
ness is exhibited as opposed to wisdom, and false refine- 
ment as opposed to simplicity. The affected characters, 
even the most fantastical, are not fools ; but, at the same 
time, Hie natural characters, who, in this play, are chiefly 
the women, have their intellectual foibles. All Hie 
modes of affectation are developed in one continued 
stream of fun and drollery every one is laughing at 
the folly of the other, and the laugh grows louder and 
louder as the more natural characters, one by one^ trip 
up the heels of the more affected. The most affected at 
last join in the laugh with the most natural ; and the 
whole comes down to plain kersey yea and nay,^— 
flpotn die syntax of Holofemes, and die ** fire-new words ” 
of Armado, f6 " greasy Joan ” and roasted crabs.’* 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Navarre, A Park, with a Palace in ii 
Enter the King, Biron, Lonqavillb, and Dumain. 

Emff* Let fame, that all hunt after in tlieir lives, 
Live register’d upon our brazen tombs, 

And then grace us in the disgrace of death j 
When, spite of cormorant devouring Time, 

Th’ endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe’s keen edge, . 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave conquerors ! — for so you are, 

That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of tiie world’s desires, — 

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world j 
Our court shall be a little Ac^eme, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Lonravill^ 

Have sworn for ftiree years’ term to live with me^ 

My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here : 

Your oaths are pass’d, and now subscribe your names, 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 
violates the smallest branch herein ; 

If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your dera oatfi, and keep it too* 

I wn resolved : H is but a thif a yeais^ last } 
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Hie mkd ihall banquet, though the body pme { 

Fat patmches hare lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 

Ihtfn. My loving lord, Dumain is in(»tified. 

The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws upon the gross world’s baser slayes s 
To love, to weal^ to pomp, I pine and die; 

With all these living m philosophy.* 

JBiron, I can but say their protestation over, 

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 

That is, To live and study here three yean. 

But there are other strict observances : 

As, not to see a woman in that term ; 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 

And, one day in a week to touch no food. 

And but one meal on every day beside ; 

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 

And then to sleep but tliree hours in the night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 
nVhen I was wont to think no harm all night, 

And make a dark ni^ht too of half the day ;) 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there i 
0, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ; 

Not to see ladies,— study,— fast, — not sleep. 

Your oath is pass’d to pass away tVom these. 
JBtron, Let me say no, my liege, an if you please ; 

I only swore to study with your grace, 

And stay here in your court for three years’ space, 

Zrony. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 
Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. 
What is the end of study? let me know. 

Why, that to know, which else we should not 
know. 

Bsron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, ftqm 
common seoM? 

• Ifiih theK. To love, to wc»Uh, to pomp, Bunain Is 
dead { bat pliiiosophy, ia which ho lives, iacmdos tiiem tliu 
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Ay, that is study’s godlike recompense. 

Biron* Come on then, I will swear to study so, 

To know the thing I am forbid to know : 

As thuSj—To study where I well may dine, 

When I to &8t expressly am forbid ;• 

Or study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are liid ; 

Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study’s gain be thus, and tliis be so. 

Study Icnows that which yet it doth not know : 

Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say, no. 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron, Wiry, all delights are vain ; and that most 
vain, 

Whicl^ with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain ; 

As, painfully to wre upon a book, 

To seek the li^t of truth ; wliile truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile : 

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

Study me how to please the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall his heed, 

And give him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search’d with saiicy looks j 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from other’s books. 

^ was a very ancient mode of making bid morn em- 

S * atkml. Biron will study to know what he is forbid to know *, 
uses here forbid in its common acceptation. But he la 
WtpWMaly fbr-bid to fast— expressly bid to fast ; and be will 
fewve the word as U‘ ho were^i^rwWw— bid from fttstiog# 
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These earthly godfathers of heaven’s light*, 

That give a name to every fixed star, 

Have no more profit hf their shining nights, 

Than those that walk, and wot not what tliey are. 
Too much to know is, to know nought but fiune ; 

And every godtather can give a name. 

King* How well he ’s read, to reason against reading I 
Dum * , Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding! 
Long, He weeds the com, and still lets grow the 
weeding. ‘ 

Biron, The spring is near, when greai geese are a 
breeding. 

Bum, How foUows that f 

Biron. Fit in his place and time. 

Bum. In reason nothing. 

Biron. Something then in rhyme. 

King. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost, 

That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 
Biron. Well, say I am 5 why should proud summer 
boast, 

Before the birds have any cause to smg 1 
Why should I joy in any abortive birth ? 

At Christmas I no more desire a rose, 

Than wl^ a snow in May’s new-fangled shows ; 

But like of each tiling that in season grows. 

So you, to study now it is too late, 

Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, sit you out ; go home, Biron ; odiai ! 
Biron. No, my good lord j I have sworn to stay with 
you : 

And, though I have for baiharism spoke more, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say j 
Yet, confident I H keep what I have swore. 

And bide the penance of each three years’ day, 

Give me the paper,— let me read the same } 

And to file itricteit decrees 1 ’ll write my name. 
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Hov veil thk yielding rescue! Him from 
riuunel 

Biron, [Beadi^ 

ItaniiThat no woman ihill come within a mile of my eouti«« 
Hatii this been proclaim’d? 

Long. Four days ago. 

Birm. Let ’s see the penalty. [jReorfs.] 

—On pain of loelng her tongue.— 

Who devis’d this penal^ ? 

Long. Marry, that did L 
Bifon. Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty. 
Birm. A dangerous law against gentility. \Bead$.'\ 

Item, If any man be seen to talk with a woman witlUn the 
term of three years, he sliall endure such public shame as tlte 
rest of the court shall possibly devise.— 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter, with yourself to speak,— 
A maid of grace, and complete majesty, — 

About surrender-up of Aquitain 
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father ; 

Therefore this article is made in vain, 

Or vai nly comes th’ admired princess hither. 

Eing, What say you, lords? why, this was quite 
forgot 

Biron. So study evermore is over-shot j 
While it doth study to have what it would, 

It doth forget to do the thing it should : 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

*T ii won^ towns with fire; so won, so lost 
King* We must, of force, dM^)ense with this decree 
.fflie mtttt lie* here on mere necessity. 

• Xie-te reside. 
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Biron* Necessity will make ui all ibrswom 
Three thousand times within this three years’ space 
For every man with his affects is bomj 

Not by might master’d, but by special grace. 

If 1 break faith, this word s^ll sp^ for me;, 

I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 

So to the laws at large I write my name : [Suiscri&etf. 

And he that bieaks them in the least degree 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 

Suggestions* are to others, as to me ; 

But, I believe, although 1 seem so loth, 

I am the last that will lost keep his oath. 

But is there no quick recreation granted ? 

Jijinff, Ay, that there is : our courts you know, is 
haunted 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the world’s new fasaion planted. 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 

One who the music of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 

A man of complements,^ whom right and wrong 
Have ch(^ as umpire of their mutiny ; 

This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to our studies, shall relate, 

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate. 

How you delight, my lords, I know nol^ I j 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie. 

And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron, Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new® words, fashion’s own knight 

^ man versed in oeremouial distincfions, in 

pitnetiliot~a man who brings form to decide the mutiny be» 
tween right and wrong. , 

• Fire-nevf and bran new— that if, brand-new— new off the 
IrouH-have each the same origin. 
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Costard tne swain, and he, shall be our sport ; 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull, mth a Utter, and Costard. 

Dull. Which is the duke’s oi;\ti person ? 

Biron. This, fellow. What wouidst ? 

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for I am his 
grace’s tharborough :* but I would see his own person in 
flesh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

Dull. Signior Arme— Arme — commends you. There ’s 
Tillainy abroad : tliis letter will tell you more. 

Cost Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in God for 
high words. 

Long. A high hope for a low heaven God grant us 
patience ! 

Biron. To hear? or forbear hearing? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately ; 
or to forbear both. 

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style sliall give us 
cause to climb in the merriness. 

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning Jaque- 
netta. The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner.® 

Biron. In what manner ? 

Cost In manner and form following, sir ; all those 
three : I was seen with her in the manor-house, sitting 
with her upon the form, and taken following her into 
the park ; which, put together, is in manner and form 

• TThir&orOTw^tlii^iborouRh, a peace-officer. 

^ Heaven. The heaven here mentioned is the heaven of the 
ancient stage— the covering, or Internal roof. The " high 
wordi" expected in Armadas letter were associated with “a 
lew heaven,” os the ranting heroes of the early tragedy mouthed 
their lofty language beneath a very humble roof. 

• jMioiifter. A thief was taken with tlm main^r w hen ho tt'M 
taken with the thing ttU)len--‘hmtl habcnd, having in the hand. 

VOL. I. K 
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following. Now, air, for tihe manner, — it is tiie manner 
of a man to apeak to a woman : for the f(»m, — in some 
form. 

BiroA. For the following, air ? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction : And Gh)d 
defend the right ! 

Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As we would bear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken after 
the flesh. 

Kingr. [Reads.] 

“ Great deputy, the welkin’s vicegerent, snd sole dominator 
of Navarre, my soul’s earth's God, and body’s fostering 
patron,— 

Cost, Not a word of Costard yet. 

King. 

** So it is,— 

Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he is, in 
telling'true, but so. 

King. Peace! 

Cost. — ^be to me, and every man that daresinot ftght ! 

King. No words I 

Cost, —of other men’s secrets, I beseech y^ 

King. 

*' So it is, besieged with sable-coloured melancholy, 1 did 
commend the black -oppressing humour to the most wholesome 
physic of thy health-giving air ; and, as I am a gentleman, 
bo^k myself to w'alk. The time when ? About the sixth 
hour; when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and men lU 
down to that nourishment which is called supper. So pa\ich ftjt 
the time when : Now for the ground which ; which, I mean, I 
Walked upon : it is yclept thy park. Then for tlie place where ; 
where, I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most pre- 
posterous event, that draweth hrom my snow-white pen the 
cbon-coloured ink, which here thou vlewest, bcholdest, sur* 
veyest, or seest: ^tto the place where, —It standeth north- 
north-east and by east from the west comer of thy curioua- 
knotted garden. There did I see that low-i^irited BwalOjithat 
liase minnow of thy mirth, 

Cost. Me! 
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Sing. 

— " that unletter’d smalUtnowiog »ouL 

Cmt Mel 

King. 

that shallow vassal, 

Cost. Still me If 
King. 

— *' which, as I remember, hight Costard, 

Cost. 0 me ! 

King. 

— ” sorted, and consorted, contrary to thy csttblished pro- 
claimed edict and continent canon, witli—with,— O with—but 
with this I passion to say wherewith,' 

Cost. With a wench. ^ 

King. 

with a cliild of oiir grandmother Eve, a female; or, for 
tliy more sweet understanding, a woman. Him I (as my over* 
esteemed duty jiricks me on) have gent to thee, to receive the 
meed of punishment, by thy sweet grace’s oflicer, Antony Dull 
u man of good repute, carriage, bearing, and estimation, 

Dull. Me, an ’t sliall please. you 5 I am Antony Dull. 
King. 

** For Jaquenetta, (so is the w'ea\er vesstd called, which I 
apprehended with the aforesaid swniu,) I keep her as a vessel 
or thy law’s fury ; and shall, at the least of thy sweet notice, 
bring her to trial. Thine, in all compliments of devoted and 
hean-buming heat of duty, 

Don Adhiano PE Aemado.” 

Biron. Tliis ia not so well as I looked for, but the best 
that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, sirrah, what 
Bay you to this ? 

Cost Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation 9 
Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but little 
of the marking of it ^ . 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonmtot, to 
be tak«i with a wench. 
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Cost I was taken with none, sir ; I was taken with a 
damoseL 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

* Cost This was no damosel neitlier, sir ; she was a vitg^in. 

King. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed virgin. 

Cost If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was taken 
with a maid. 

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence : You shall 
fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
ix)n’idge. 

King. And don Armado shall be your keeper. — 

My lord Biron, see him deliver’d o’er. — 

And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hatli so strongly sworn. — 

[KxeufU King, Longaville, arid Dumafn. 

Biron. I ’ll lay my head to any good man’s hat, 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. — 
Sirrah, come on. 

.Cost I suffer for the truth, sir : for true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaqucnetta is a tine girl : 
and therefore, Welcome the sour cup of prosperity j 
Affliction may one day smile again, and until then, Sit 
thee down, sorrow ! [Ejpotmt 

SCENE II. — Another part of the sam. 

Armado’s House. 

E^vter Armado and Moth. 

A'i'm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great spliii 
g^ows melancholy ? 

Moth, A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Wliy, sadness is one and the self-same tiling, 
dear imp/ ' 

* /mp, In our old language, is a graft, a shoot and tlwocf 
appliea to a child 
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Moth. No, no ; 0 Lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancliuly, 
my tender juvenal ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, 
my tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ? 

Moth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congnienl e])i- 
theton, appertaining to thy young days, which we may 
nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinenl title (o 
your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir ; I pretty, and my saying 
apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Motli. Little pretty, because little : Wherefore apt ? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master ? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm, What? that an eel is ingenious V 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers : Thou 
heat’st my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He 0 i)eaks die mere contrary, crosses * love not 
him, [Aside. 

Arm* I have promised to study three years with the 
duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one dmee told ? 

Arm* 1 am ill at reckoning ) it dts die spirit of a 

tapitv* 


* Crotses. A crosiis a coin. 
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Moih. You are a gendemaD, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm, I confess both ; they ore botli the varnish of a 
complete man. 

Moth, Tlien, I am sure, you know how much the fifross 
sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Ami, It doth amount to one more than two. 

Motk, Which the base vulgar call, three. 

Arm, True. 

Moth, Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? Now 
here 's three studied, ere you ’ll thrice wink : and liow 
easy it is to put years to the word^tluee, and study tliree 
years in two words, the dancing hoi-se will tell you. 

Arm, A most fine figure ! 

Moth. To prove you a cipher. I Aside. 

Arm, I will hereupon confess, I am in love : mid, as 
it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a base 
wencli. If drawing my sword against the humour of 
affection would deliver me finm the reprobate thought of 
it, I would take Desire prisoner, and ransom him to any 
French courtier for a new devised courtesy. I think 
scorn to sigh; methinks, I should outswear Cupid. 
Comfort me, boy ; What great men have been in love ? 

Moth, Hercules, master. 

Ami. Most sweet Hercules ! — More authority, dear 
boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let them be men 
of good repute and carriage. 

MQth. Sampson, master ; he was a man of good car- 
riage, great carriage ; for he carried the town-gates on 
his b^k, like a ^rter ; and he was in love. 

Arm, 0 wellinit Sampson ! strong-jointetl Sampson! 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as tliou didst me 
in ca^rrying gates. I am in love too,—Who was Samp- 
son^B lov^ my dear Moth ? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexicHi I 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three^ or the two; or ^fce 
of the four. 
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Am* Tell me precisely of what complexion f 

JfoilA. Of the Bea-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the best of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers ; but to 
hare a love of that colour, methinks, Sampson hadstnall 
reason tbr it. He, surely, affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit. 

Arm, My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate* thoughts, master, are masked 
under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant, 

^ Moth. My father’s wit, and my mother’s tongue, as- 
sist me, 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a cliild ; most pretty, and 
pathetical ! 

Moth'. If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne’er be known ; 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And fears by pale-white shown : 

Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 

For still her cheeks possess the same, 

Which native she doth owe. ^ 

A dangerous rhyme;, master, against tlie reason of white 
and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and tho 
Beggar? 

Moth. Tlie world was very guilty of such a ballad 
some three a^es since : but, I think, now ’t is not to be 
found ; or, if it were, it would neither serve for tho 
writing, nor the tune. 

' Arm. I will have that subject newly writ o’er, that 
I may example my digression by some mighty prece- 
dent. ^y, I do love tlmt country girl that I took in tiie 
park with the rational hind Costard ; she deserves well. 

* 'Maculate thoughts ore impure thoughts. ^ Owe— possess. 
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Moih* To be wblj)ped ; and yet a better love Iban my 
master. [A$ide* 

Arm, Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 
Moth. And that ’s great marvel, loving a light wench. 
Arm. I say, sing. 

Moth, Forbear till this company be past 

I!nter Dull, Costar», and Jaqubnetta. 

Pnll. Sir, the duhe’s pleasure is that you heep Costard 
safe : and you must let him take no deligh^ nor no 
penance ; but a’ must fast three days a-week. For this 
damsel, I must kem her at the prk ; she is allowed for 
the day-woman.® Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.— Maid. 

Ja^. Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Ja^. That 's hereby,^ 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Iiord, how wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

With that face?® 

Arm. 1 love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather alter you ! 

DuH. Come, Jaquenetta, away. [Ex. Dull and Jaq. 
Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences ere thou 
be pardoned. 

Coit Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do it on 
a full stomach. 

Arm, Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

J ^y^wman most probably means dairy-woman. 

" Uereby^A provincial expression for as it my happen. Ar* 
mado takes it as hard by. 

* “ With that face” was a vulgar idiomatic expression eren 
in the time of Fielding, who says he took it, '' verbatim, ffopi 
very poUte converiatiou " * ^ 
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Co€t, I am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they we but lightly rewarded. 

Arm, Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

MM. Come, you transgressing slave ; away. 

Coat Let me not be pent up, sir ; 1 will fast, being 
loose. 

Moth. No, sir; tJiat were fast and loose : tliou shall 
to prison. 

Cost. Well, if e\'€r I do see the merry days of desola- 
tion that I liave seen, some shall see— 

Moth. What shall some see? 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they look 
iqwn. It is not for prisoners to be silent in their words ; 
and, therefore, I will say nothing : I thank God, 1 have 
as little patience as another man ; and, therefore, I can 
l>e quiet. [Exeunt Moth and Costard. 

Ann. I doaflecf^ the very ground, which is bi^ 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which 
is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn (which is a 
great argument of falsehood) if I love : And how can 
that be true love, which is falsely attempted i Love is 
a iamiliar ; love is a devil ; there is no evil angel but 
love. Yet Sampson was so templed ; and he liad an 
excellent strength : yet was Solomon so seduced ; and 
he had a very good wit. Cupid’s buttshaft is too liard 
for Hercules’ club, and therefore too much odds for a 
Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second cause will not 
serve my turn ; the passado he respects not, the duello 
he regards not : his disgrace is to be called boy ; but 
his glory is to subiiue men. Adieu, valour ! rust, ra- 
pier ! be still, drum ! for your manager is in love ; yea, 
nelovetlu ^istmesome extemporal god of rhyme, 
for, I am sure, I shall turn sonnet. Devise, wit ; write, 
pen ; for I am for whole volumes in folio. [Exit. 

t • To q/^ i$ to incline towards, and thonoe, metaphorically, 
:|tolove. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Amther jiart of the Park, A PcmHon 
and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess op France, Rosaline, Maria, 
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other Attradants. 

Boyet, Now, madam, summon up your dearest a 
spirits ; 

Consider who the king your fether sends ; 

To whom he sends ; and what ’s his embassy ; 

Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem, 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Matchless Navarre ; die plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Nature was in making graces dear, 

When she did starve the general world beside, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Grood lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
mean, 

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 

Not utter’d^ by base sale of chapmen’s ® tongues 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

• best. 

^ To voer is to put forth— as we say, to utter base cola.” 

* Chapman was formerly a seller— a cheapmant from cheap, a 
market. But it was also used indiffereutly for seller and 
buyer ; the bargaiuer on either tide was a CMopman, chapmain, 
or copeman. 
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Bat now to task the tasker,— Oood Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hatii made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent •ourt : 

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France^ 

On serious business, craving quick despatch, 
Importunes prsonal conference with his grace. 

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 

Like humble-visag’d suitors, his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. [Exit^ 
Erin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords. 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Erin. Know you the man ? 

Mar. I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemniz’d 
In Normandy, saw I Siis Longaville : 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 

Wdl fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 

The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss 

2 f virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil) 
a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 

Wliose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 

Erin. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is ’t so ? 
Mar. They say so most, that most his humours know. 
Erin.^ Such short-liv’d wita do wither as they grew. 
Who are the rest I 
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KatL The young Dumain, a well-accomplwhM 
youth, 

Of all that virtue love for virtue lov’d : 

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 

For he hath wit to make an dl shaw good, 

And shape to win grace though he nad no wit. 

I saw him at the duke Alen^on’s once j 
And much too little of that good I saw, 

Is my report,* to his great worthiness. 

Hos, Another of tliese students at that time 
Was there with him : As I have heard a truth, 

Biron they call liim *, but a merrier man. 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal : 

His eye iSegets occasion for his wit : 

For every object that die one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 

Which his fair tongue (conceit’s expositor) 

Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 

That aged ears play truant at his tales, 

And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 

So s^veet and voluble is his discourse. 

Pm. God bless my ladies ! are they all in love ; 
That every one her own hatli garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise f 
Mar. Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Bovet. 

Pm. Now, what admittance, lord? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach j 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 

Befbre I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt, 

He rather means to lodge you in tlie field, 

e ) one that comes here to besiege his court,) 
seek a dispensation for his oath, 

■ Compared (0 his great worthiness. 
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To let you enter his unpeo^ed house. 

Here comes Navarre. [Tlie Ladies mask. 

Enter Kino, LoNaAvn.LB, Dumain, Bxron, and 
' Attendants, 

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of Navarre. 
Pm. Fair I give you back again ; and welcome I 
have not yet : the roof of tliis court is too high to be 
yours ; and welcome to die wide fields too base to be 
mine. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court 
Prin. I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear lady, I have sworn an oath. 
Pm. Our Lady help my lord ! lie ’ll be forsworn. 
King, Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
Pm. Why, will shall break it j will, and nothing 
else. 

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my lord so, liis ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

I hear, your grace hath swom-out housekeeping : 

is deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord^ 

And sin to break it : 

But pardon me, I am too sudden bold ; 

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

And suddenly resolve me in my suit, [Gt'ycs a paper. 
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ; 

For you 11 prove peijur’d, if you make me stay. 

' Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once f 
Res. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once i 
Biroju 1 know you did. 

RoSt How nee^ess, was it then to ask die ques* 
tion 1 

BiroTh You must not l»e so quick. 
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Jios, T ifl long* of you that spur me with lacSi 
^estions. 

Btron. lour wit ^s too hot, it speeds too &«t, ’t will tire, 
jRofi, Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron, What time o’ day f 
Bos. The hour that f(X>]s should ask. 

Birofu Now fair befall your mask I 
Mos, Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron* And send you many lovers ! 

Bos, Amen, so you be none, 

Biron, Nay, then will I be gone. 

Khig, Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 

Being but the one half of an entire sum, 

Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 

Receiv’d that sum ; yet there remains impaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of me which, 

One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valued to the money’s worth. 

If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied, 

We will give up our right in Aquitain, 

And hold fair triendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 

To nave his title live in Aquitain ; 

Which we much rather had depar^withal, 

And have the money by our father lent^ 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is, 

|)ear princess, were not his requests so for 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

• Long qfi/ou^&loug of you, througli you. 
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Priiu You do the king my fether too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been jjaid. 

King. I do protest, I never heard of it ; 

And, if you prove it, I ’ll repay it back, 

Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We anest your word 

Boyet, you can produce acmiittances, 

For such a sum, from specif officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Sat isfy me so. 

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not come, 
Where that and other specialties are bound j 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at whicli interview, 

All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Meantime, receive such welcome at my band 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates j 
But here without you shall be so receiv'd, 

As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart, 
Though so denied farther*^ harbour in my house. 

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow we shall visit you again. 

Pm. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
grace! 

King, Thy own wish wish I thee in every place ! 

[Exeujii Kikq and his Train, 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 

Bos. ’Pray you, do my commendations; I would 
be glad to see it 

Siron, I would you heard it groan. 

* The Princess Is to he lodged, according to her rank, without 
the gates, although denied a toher advance— lodgment—in 
the nlng's house. 
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Ros, Is the fool sick ? 

Bimu Sick at the heart. 

Mos. Alack, let it blood. 

Riron, Would that do it good ? 

Ros, My physic says, ay. 

Biron. Will you prick ’t with your eye ? 

Ros, No with my knife. 

Biron, Now, God save thy life! 

Ros. Ajid yoiu^ from long living ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. \^Retiring. 
Bum. Sir, I pray you a word : What lady is that 
same? 

Boyet. The heir of Alenyon, Rosaline her name. 
Bum. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well. 

\}^t. 

Long. I beseech you a word ; What is she m the 
white ? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, if you saw her in tlie liglit. 
Long. Perchance, light in the light : 1 desire her name. 
Boyet, She hath but one for herself; to desire that 
were a shame. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daugliter ? 

Boyet. Her motlier’s, I liave heard. 

Long. God’s blessing on your beard I 
Boyet. Good sir, be not offended : 

She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is aided. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir ; tliat may be. [Exit Long. 
Biron. What ’s ha name;, in the cap ? 

* Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 

Biron. Is she wedded, or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. You are welcome, sir j adieu ! 

Boyet Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

[Exit Biron . — Ladies wnmask. 

* No the double negative of the French^ wm 
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Mar. That last is Biron, the merry madcap lord ; 
>lot a word with him but a jest 

Botfet, And every jest but a word. 

JVjn, It was well done of you to take him at his 
word, 

Bo\/eU I was as willing to grapple^ aa he was to 
board. 

Jhfar. Two hot sheeps, marry ! 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lip. 
Mar, You sheep, and I pasture: Shall that finish the 
jest? 

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 

Offering to kiss her. 

Mar. Not so, gentle beast j 

My lip are no common, though several they be, 
Boyet. Belonging to whom? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me, 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling; but, gentles, agree : 
This civil war of wits were much better us’d 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 't is abus'd. 

Boyet. If my observation, (which very seldom lies,) 
By the heart’s still rhetoric, disclosed witli eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin, Witli what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, affected, 
Prin. Y our reason, 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours do make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 

His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed : 

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ; 

: All ienses to that sense did make their repair, 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 

Hethoo^t all his senses were lock’d in his eye, 

As jeweJi in crystal for some prince to buy ; 

roL, I. 


L 
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Who, tendering their own worth, from whence they were 
glass’d, 

Did point out to buy them, along as you pass’d. 

His face 8 own margeut did quote such amazes, 

That ail eyes saw bis eyes enchanted with gazes : 

1 ’ll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
Prin. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos’d— 
Boyet, But to speak that in words, which his eye hath 
disclos’d : 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Bos, Thou art an old love-monger, and speakcst skil- 
fully. 

Mar, He is Cupid’s grandfather, and learns news of 
him. 

Bos, Then was Venus like her mother; for her father 
is but grim. 

Boj/et, Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mar. No. 

Bo^eU What, then, do you see ? 

Bos, Ay, our way to be gone, 

BoyeU You are too hard for me. [£lrcu«t. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE 1 . — Another part of the Park, 

Enter ka.}s.kTiO and Moth. 

Arm, Warble, child ; make passionate my feme of 
hearing. 

Moth, Concolinel [Singing, 

Arm, Sweet air ! Go, tenderness of years ! take this 
key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him festinately 
hither ; I must employ him in a letter to my love. 
Moth. Will you win your love with a French brawl t 
Arm, How meanest thou brawling in French? 
Moth. No, my complete master : but to jig olT a tune 
at the tongue’s end, canary to it with your feet, humour 
it witli turning un your eyelids ; sigh a note, and smg a 
note j sometime through the throat, as if you swallowed 
love with singing love *, sometime through the nose, as 
if you snufied up love by smelling love ; with your hat, 
penthouse-like, o’er the shop of your eyes ; with your 
arms crossed on your thin belly-doublet, like a raH)it on 
a spit ; or your bands in your pocket, like a man after 
the old paintiDg ; and keep not too long in one tune, but 
a snip and away: These are complwnents, thae are 
humours j these betray nice wenches, that would be be- 
trayed without these ; and make them men of note, (do 
you note, men ?) that most are affected to these. 

Arm, How hast thou purchased this experience t 
Moth, By my penny of observation. 

Arm, But 0, — but 0 — 

ifoM. —the h(^by-horse is forgot 

Amu Callest thou my love, hobby-horse ? 

Moth, No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a colt, and 
your lov^ iwhaps, a hackney. But have you forgot 
your lore? 

Arm* Almost 1 had. 
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MolJu Negligent student ! leam her by heart 
• Amu By he^ and in heart, boy. 

Moth, And out of heart, master : all those three I 
will prove. 

Arm, What wilt thou prove? 

Moth, A man, if I live ; and tliis, by, in, and witb- 
out, upon the instant ; By heart you love her, because 
your heart cannot come by her : in heart you love her, be^ 
cause your heart is in love with her : and out of heart you 
love her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Arm, 1 am all these three. 

Moth, And three times as mucli more, and yet nothing 
at all. 

Arm, Fetch hither tlie swain ; he must carry me a 
letter. 

Moth, A message well sympathized \ a horse to be 
embassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha 1 what sayest thou t 
Moth, Marry, sir, you must s^d the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go. 

Arm, The way is but short; away. 

Moth. As switt as lead, sir. 

Arm, Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth, Minimif honest master; or rather, master, no. 
Arm, 1 say, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so ,* 

Is that lead slow which is fired from a gun ? 

Arm, Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that ’s he 
I shoot thee at the swain. 

, Moth, Thump, then, an<l I flee. 

Arm, A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of 
grace! 

By tliy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face : 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 

My herald is return’d. 
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Be-enter Moth and Costard 

Moth. A wonder, master j here ’s a Costard broken 
in a shin. 

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thy 
Vmvoy /—begin. 

Cost, No egma, no riddle, no V envoy ; no salve 
in diem all, sir : 0 sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; 
no Venvoy^ no V&nvoy^ no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 

Arm, By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy silly 
tliought, my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs provokes 
me to ridiculous smiling ; O, jmrdon me, my stars ! 
Doth the inconsiderate take salve for I'envoy^ and the 
word Venvoy for a salve? 

Moth, Do the wise think them other ? is not Venvoy 
a salve ? 

Arm, No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, to 
make plain 

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 

I will example it : 

The fox, the ape, and tlie humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

Tliere ’s the moral ; Now the Venvoy, 

Moth. I will add the Venvoy; say the moral 
again. 

Arm, The fox, tlic ape, and the humble-bee, 

Wei*e still at odds, being but three. 

Moth, Until the goose came out of door, 

And stay’d the odds by adding four. 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with 
my Venvoy, 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three : 

Arm, Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

Moth* A good Venvoy^ ending in the goose ; would 
you desire more? 
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Cost The boy hath sold him a bargain, a gooie, 
that ’s flat : — 

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be 
To sell a bargain well is as cunning as faat and • 
loose : 

Let me see a fat Venvoy ; ay, that 's a fat goose. 

Arm, Come hither, come hither: How did this 
argument begin ? 

Moih, By saying that a Costard was broken in a dun. 
Then call’d you for the Venvoy^ 

Cost, True, and I for a plantain : Thus came yom 
argument in ; 

Then the boy’s fat Venvoy y the goose that you bought 
And he end^ the market 

Arm. But tell mej how was there a Costard broken 
in a shin? 

Moth, I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth j I will speak 
that Venvoy, 

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within, 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. 0, marry me to one Frances;— I smell some 
Venvoy^ some goose in this. 

^ Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at 
liberty, enfreedoming thy person ; thou wert immured, 
restramed, captivated, bound. 

Cost True, true ; and now you will be my purga- 
tion, and let me loose. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set from durance ; 
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this : 
Bear this signiflcant to me country maid Jaquenetta : 
there is remuneration; [ytvmy him money’] flar the 
best ward of mine bonc^ is rewarding my dep^^deots. 
Moth, follow. 
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Like tiie sequel, L— -Signor Costard, adietu 
Cost My sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my incony 
Jew !‘ \Exit Moth. 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneration 1 
O, that ’s the Latin word for three fartliings : three 
ferthings — ^remuneration. — ^What ’s the price of this 
iidde t a penny : — No, 1 11 give you a remuneration ; 
why, it carries it— Remuneration ! — why, it is a fairer 
name than French crown. I will never buy and sell 
out of this word. 


Enter Biron. 

Biron, 0, my good knave Costard! exceedmgly 
well mot. 

Cost Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron, What is a remuneration ? 

Cost Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 

Biron, 0, why then, three-farthings-worth of silk. 
Cost I thank your worship : God be with you 1 
Biron, 0, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost, When would you have it done, sir ? 

Biron, 0, this afternoon. 

Cost Well, I will do it, sir ; Fare you well. 

Biron, 0, thou knowest not what it is. 

Cost I -shall know, sir, when I have done it. 

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 

Cost, I will come to your worship to-morrow morning. 
Birm, It must be dime this afternoon. Hark, slave, 
it is but this ; — 

The^incess comes to hunt here in tlie j»ark, 

Anrfm her train there is a gentle lady j 

* hemy Jew, Inmy it thought to be the ssme as the Sooteh 
which Uourfci<newj)h--cvn»w Jew it perhaps, Costard’S 
toporlative notion of a cle\'er fellot^-. 
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Wben t(mguea speak sweetly, then they name her name^ 
And Rosaline they call h^ : ask for her ; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 

llns seal’d-up counsel. There ’s thy guerdon ; go. ^ 

[Gives him monep. 
Cost. Garden, — 0 sweet garden! better than re- 
mtoeration ; eleven-pence farthing better Most sweet 
garden ! — I will do it, sir, in print — Gurdon-^emu- 
neration. [ExU^ 

Biroiu 0 ! — And I, forsooth, in love I I, tliat have 
been love’s wliip ; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 

A crifie ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 

A domineering pedant o’er die boy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 

This wimpled,* whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 

This senior-junior, giant-^warf, Dan Cupid : 

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dre^ prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 

Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting parilors^ O my little heart ! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field,® 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop! 

Wimt ! I love I I sue ! 1 seek a wife I 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go riglit? 

Nay, to be peijur'd, which is worst of all ; 

And, among tliree, to love the worst of all ; 

Tnjiting peritort. The paritor, apparitor, it the oflloet <rf 
the eodetiutical court who carriet out citatiout. 

• J ourponl of the Jield was an olficer in tome degiee i 
aid-de-camp. 



Ke«iri 1.] I^VE’S LABOUS 'S 1XK5T. IM 

A wHtely wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyes , 

Ay, and, by Heavci^ one that will do the deeiL 
^^Oiough Argus were her eunuch and her guard 1 
And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ? Go to ; it is a plaguei* 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dr^ful little might 
Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, groan ; 

Staue men mujt love my lady, and some Joam \Exii, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I . — Another part of the Park* 

Enter the Pkincess, Rosaline, Maria, Katharxity, 
Boybt, Lords, Attendants, (md a Forester. 

Pm. Was diat the king, that spurr’d his horse so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill f 
Boyet I know not ; bu^ I think, it was not he. 

Pm. Whoe’er he was, he show’d a mounting mbd. 
Well, lords, to^lay we shall have our despatch; 

On Saturday we will return to France. — 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush 
Tliat we must stand and play tlie murtherer in ¥ * 

For* Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 

A stand where you may make the feirest shoot. 

Prin* I thank ray beauty, I am fair that shoot, 

And thereupon thou speak’st, the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Piin, What, what ! first praise me, and then again 
say nol 

0 sbort-liv’d pride ! Not fair? alack for woe I 
For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now 5 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 

Her^ good my glaas,^ take this for telling true ; 

[Otvmy him money 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For* Nothing but fair is that which you inherit . 
Pm. Se^ see, my beauty will be sav’d by merit 

* Royal and noble ladies, in the days of EUtabeth, delighle<l 
in tbe somewhat unrefined sport of shooting deer wHh a cross* 
bow. 

^ Good my glass* The Forester is the metaphorical gUtS of 
the Princess. 
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0 heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.— 
But come, the bow Now mercy goes to kill, 

And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot ; 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do ’t ; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 

That more for pr£^ than jpurpose, meant to kill. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes ; 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; 

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward jmrl, 

We b^d to that the working of the heart ; 

As I, for praise alone, now seek to sjwll 

The ]X)or deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet. Do not curst * wives hold that self-sovereignty** 
Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords ^ 

Pm. Only for praise *. and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter Costard. 

Boyet, Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 
Cost God dig-you-den^ all ! Pray you, which is the 
head lady t 

Pm. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that 
have no heads. 

Cost Which is the greatest lady, the highest! 

Pm. The thickest, and the talleit. 

Cost The thickest, and the tallest ! it is so ; truth is 
truth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 

One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist should he fit. 
Are not you the chief woman! you are the thickest here. 
Pm. What ’s your will, sir? what ’s your will! 

* Cwit— ihrewUh. 

* used in file same wav as lelf-tuflSclency 
not Siovearfliroty otwr themselves, but rn themselves, 

^ The popular corruption of give yon pood 



m LOVE'S tABOUJEl *8 LC^. [Act IV, 

fiost 1 have a letter from monsieur Biron, to qi» 
lady Rosaline. 

Prin. 0, my letter, tliy letter ; he 's a good friend of 
mine : 

Stand aside, good hearer. — Boyet, you can carve ; 

Break up this capon. 

Boyet I am bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 

It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Pritu We will read it, I swear i 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet. \Reads!\ 

** By Heaven, that thou art fair is most infallible ; true, that 
thou art beauteous; truth itself, that thou art lovely; More 
fairer tliaa fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer than truth 
teaelf, liAve commiseration on thy heroical vassal I The ma^f- 
nanimous atid most illustrate king Cophetm set eye upon the 
pernicious and indubitate beggar and ho it was 

tliat miglit rightly say, vent, vidi, vici; which to annotonise * in 
the vulgar, (0 biuM) and obscure vulgar!) videlicet, lie came, 
saw, and overcame ; he came, one; saw, two; overcame, three. 
Who came? the king ; Why did he come? to see ; Why did ho 
tec ? to overcome : To whom came be ? to the l^eggar ; What 
MW he ? the beggar ; Who overcame he ? llie b^gur ; Tlie 
conclusion Is victory ; On whose side ? the king’s : Uie captive 
is enrich’d; On whose side ? the beggar’s; Tlie cabistrophe is 
a nujptial; on whoso side? the kings?— no, on l)Oth in one, or 
one in both, lorn the king; for so stands the coraparisou; 
thou the beggar ; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Sludl I com- 
mand thy love? I may: Shall I enforce thy love? I could* 
^11 1 entreat thy love ? I will : ^Vllat shall thou exchange for 
tags? robes; For tittl(‘s, titles; For thyself, me. Thus, expect- 
ing thy reply, I profane my lii>g on thy foot, my eyes on thy 
pirtara, and my heart on thy every part. 

Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 

Don AoHrAMo ui Ahmado.’* 

Tlius dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey j 
Stdtmissive fall his princely feet before, 

And he ftom forage will incline to play ; 

Anotitaitke is evidendy a pedantic form of mnnotati ; and 
we willingly restore the coined word, which hu been modem- 
lied into M'UomM, 
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But if iliou strive poor goul, what art thou tliont 
Food for hii rage, repa«ture for hit den. 

Frin* AVhat plume of feathers is he that indited this 
letter? 

What vane ? what weather-cock ? did you evtt hear 
letter? 

BoyeU I am much deceived, but I remember the style. 
Pnn. Else your memory is b.ad, gomg o’er it erewhile. 
Boyet This Armado is a Si)aniard, that keeps here 
in court ; 

A phantasm, a Monarcho,* and one that makes sport 
To the prince, and his book-mates. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word s 

Who gave tliee this letter ? 

Cost I told you j my lord. 

Frin, To whom shouldst thou give it ? 

Cost From my lord to my lady. 

PnVi, From which lord, to wliich lady ? 

Cost From my lord Biron, a good master of mine, 

To a lady of Fiance, that he call’d Rosaline. 

Fritu Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, lorda^ 
away. 

Here;, sweet, put up this ; ’t will be thine another day, 
\BxeuntViLi^ci&&% aiid Train, 
Boyet Who is the shooter ? wlio is the shooter ? 

Jios, Shall 1 teach you to know ? 

Boyet Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Bos* Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put off I 

Boyet My lady goes to kill horns j but, if thou marry, 
Hang me by tlie neck, if horns that year miscaity. 
Finely put on ! 

Bos, Well, tlxen, I am the shootei 

* Thli aUuslon to a idad Italian, commouly called the 
tmarth, whote epitaph, or defcriptlon, was written by Church- 
yards in 1580* He believed Umt he was sovereign of the 
WOfid. 
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Bofet* Aod if four deer t 

Bos* If we choose by the horas, yourself ; come not 
near. 

Finely put on, indeed ! — 

Jfar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she 
strikes at the brow. 

Boyet But she herself is hit lower : Have I liit her 
now? 

Boe, Shall I come u^wn thee with an old saying, tliat 
was a man when king Pepin of Frmice was a little boy, 
as touching the hit it ? 

Boyet ^ I may answer thee with one as old, that was 
a woman when queen Gulnever of Britain was a little 
wench, as touching tlie hit it 

Boe. [Singing^ — 

Thou cnatt not hit it, hit it, hit it, 

Thou caast not hit it, my good man. 

Boyet 

An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 

An I cannot, another can. 

\Exemt Ros. and Kath. 

Coit By my Jioth, most pleasant! how both did 
fit it! 

Mar, A mark marvellous well shot ; for they both 
did hit it 

Boyet A mark ! 0, mark but that mark ! A mark, 
says my lady I 

Let the mark have a prick in ^t to mete at, if it may 
be. 

Man Wide o’ tire bow hand ! I’ faith your hand is 
out 

Coft, Indeed, a’ must shoot nearer, or he ’ll ne’er hit 
the clout 

Boyst An if my hand be out^ then, belike your hand 
is in. 

Coat Then will fihe get the upshot by deaving fte 
pin. 
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Msar, Comtf com% you talk greaaily, your lija grow 
foul. 

Cost Shea’s too hard for you at pricks, lir ; challenga 
ber to bowl. 

Bot^t I fear too much rubbing. Good ni^f, my 
good owl. [Exeunt Boyet and Maria, 
Cost By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown ! 
Lord, Lord 1 how the ladies and I have put him down 1 
O’ my troth, most sweet iests i most incony vulgar witl 
When it comes so smootfily off, so obscenely, as it werc^ 
so fit 

Aimatho o’ tlie one side, — 0, a most dainty man ! 

To see him walk before a lacly, and to bear her fart! 

To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly a’ will 
swear ! — 

And his page o’ t’ other side, tliat handful of wit 1 

Ah, Heavens, it is a most pathetical nit I 

Sola, sola 1 [Skouirng within. Exit Cost., running* 

SCENE IL— same. 

Enter Holopbrnes, Sir Nathaniel, ond Dull, 
Nath. Very reverent s^iort, truly ; and done in the 
testimony of a good conscience. 

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, sanytm,— in blood ; 
ripe as a jiomewater,* who now hangeth like a jewel in 
the ear of ccelo ^ — the sky, die welkin, tlie heaven j and 
anon falleth like a cral^ on the fiice of tm'a,— the soil, 
the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, master Holofemes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least ; But, sii^ I 
assure ye, it was a buck of the first bead. 

Hot Sir Nathaniel, hatid credo. 

DvU, T was not a baud a'edo; ’t was a pricket^ 
Hoi. Most barbarous intimation! yet a kind of in* 
* Bmewausr-^i. species of apple. 

Prickei. The buck acquires a new name every yewr as b« 
approaches to maturity. The first year he is & fawn; tha 
leoond, a pricket; the third, a sorrell; fixe fourth. a soare | 
the a hack of the first head ; the siiUii a complete buck* 
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sinuatioii, as it were m via, in way, of explication" ; 
facere, as it were, replication, or, rather, oaientore, to 
diow, as it were, his inclination, — after his undressed, 
unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, untrain^, or rather 
unlettered, or, ratherest, unconfirmed fashion, — to in- 
sert again my hand credo for a deer. 

Dull. I said, the deer was not a haud credo ; ’t was 
a pricket. 

Eol. Twice sod simplicity, Us coctus ! — 0 thou 
monster Ignorance, how deformed dost thou look ! 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are 
bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it were ; he 
l^th not drunk ink ; his intellect is not replenished ; 
he is only an animal, only sensible in the duller parts; 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we 
thankful should be 

(Tl^ch we of taste and feeling are) for those parts that 
do fructify in more than he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 
or a fool, 

Fo, were there a patch set on learning, to see him in a 
scliool : 

But, owne hene, say I ; being of an old fatheT’s mind, 
Many can brook tlie weather, that love not the wind. 
DvU. You two are book-men : Can you tell by your 
wit^ 

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that ’s not five 
weeks old as yet ? 

Eol. Dictynna, good man Dull; Dictynna, good 
inan Dull. 

DuU. What is Dictynna? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 

EoU The moon was a month old, when Adam was 
no more; 

And raught* not to five weeks, when he came to five- 
score. 

Tlif allusion holds in the exchange. 

• reached. 
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Dtdl *T is true indeed ; the collusion holds in tlie 
exchange. 

Mot God comfort thy capacity 1 I say, tlie allusion 
holds in the exchange. 

Dull And I say &ie pollusion holds in the exchange ; 
for the moon is never but a month old : and I say^ be- 
side, that ’t was a pricket that the princess killed. 

Hoi, Sir Nathaniel, will you near an extemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer i and, to humour Uie 
ignorant, I have calle<l the deer the princess killed, a 
pricket 

Nath, Hei'ge^ good master Holofenies, ; so it 
shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hot 1 will something affect tlie letter j** for it argues 
facility. 

The praiseful princess pierc’d and prick’d a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; 

Some say a sore j but not a sore, till now made sore with 
shooting. 

Tlve dogs did yell ; put 1 to sore, then sorel jumps from 
thicket; 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people fall a hooting. 

If sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores i** 0 sore L 1 

Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but one more L, 

Nath, A rare talent! 

HuU, If a talent be a claw,^ look how he claws him 
with a talent 

Hot, This is a gift *that I have, simple, simple ; a 
foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 8nai)e8, 
objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revolutions ; 
these are begot in the ventricle of memory^ nourislied 
in the womb of pia matery and deliveretl upon the 
mellowing of occasion : But the gift, is good in those in 
whom it is acute, and 1 am tliankful for it 

» fetter— affect alliteration, 

k The pedint brings in the Roman numeral, L, as the sign of 
fifty. 

* Talon was formerly written talaiu 

TOL. I, ^ 



LOVE'S LAJaO0R*S LOST* 


lJk»m 


m 

Sir, I praise the Lord for yoa^ aM lo 
toy parishioners *, for their sons are well tutored by you^ 
and their daughters profit very greatly under you i ywi 
are a good member of the commonw^th. 

Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they shall 
want no instruction : if their daughters be capable, 1 
will put it to them : But, vir sapit qui pawa hquitvr* 
A soul feminine saluteth us. 

Ent&i* Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person.* 

Hot Master person, — quasi pers-on. And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 

Cost Marry, master sclioolmaster, he that is likest 
to a hogshead. 

Hoi Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of con- 
coit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl 
enough for a swine ; ’t is pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master parson, l)e so good as read me this 
letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent me firom 
don Armatho ; I beseech you, read it. 

Hoi FaustCj precor gelidd quando perns omne sub 
umbrd Ruminal — and so forth. Ah, good old Man- 
tuan!'* I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of 
Venice : 

Vinegia^ Vinegia, 

Chi non te vede, ei non iepregia.^ 

• Master person. The derivation of parson was, perhapfr 
eommoaly understood in Sliaks^re’s time, mA parson and ptf^ 
ton were used indifTerontly. Blacksione has explained ^ 
word : A noraon, nertima ecclesice, is one tlmt hath fall pos- 
session of ail the rights of a parochial church. He is called 
nartoA, perwna, because, by hit person, the church, which is an 
Invisible body, is represented.’— <7o««ientanM, b. i. 

The good old Mantuan was Joh. Baptist. Mantaaiiu% a 
Carmelite, whose Eclogues were translated into English by 
George TurbervLle, in 1567. His first Eclogue eommenoes 
Fantte, precor gelid&. 

* A proverbud expression applied to Veniee* 
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Old Mantuaa! old Mantuan! Wbo und«ar8tandeU) 
d»e not, loves thee not — Ut^ rCf sol, la, mi, fa .^ — 
Ui^er p^on, sir, what are tiie contents ? Or, rather, 
as Horace says in his — What, my soul, verses ? 

Nuth. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Bol* me hear a sta^f, a stanza, a verse ; Lege, 
dcmne. 

NatL 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love ? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if ndt to beauty vow’d 1 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I ’ll faithful prove ; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers 
bow’d. 

Study hU bias leaves, and makes his book tbine eyes, 
Where all tliose pleasures live that art would compre- 
hend: 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice ; 

Well learned is that ton^e that well can thee commend ; 

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder ; 
(which is to me some praise, that I thy parts admire ;) 

Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder, 

Which, not to anger bent, is music, and sweet flte^ 

Celestial as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong, 

That sings heaven’s praise with such an earthly tongue 1 

Eol* You find not the apostrophes, and so miss the 
accent : let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only 
numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, facility, and 
golden cadence of poesy, caret, Ovidius Naso was tlie 
man ; and why, indeed, 1 hut for smelling out 
the odoriferous flowera of fancy, the jerks of invention ? 
ImitaH is nothmg : so doth the hound his master, the 
ape his keeper, the tired ^ horse his rider. But, damo- 
sella virgin, was this directed to you 

Jaq, Ay, sir, Irom one monsieur Biron, one of tlie 
strange queen’s lords. 

EoL I will cverglance the superscript ‘‘ To the 

' • The pedant sol-fas, to recreate himielf, and to show his 
smtieal sKill. 

k Tjr«((*-^paiisoued ; adorned with trappings. 
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fDOir-wliite liand of the most beauteous lady Hoialme.^ 
I will look again on the intellect of the letter, for the 
nomination of the party writing to the person written 
unto: 

** Your ladyshii/s In nil desired employment, Biron.** 

Sir Nathaniel, this Binm is one of the votaries with the 
king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a sequent of 
Ae stranger queen’s, which, accidentally, or by the way 
of progression, ha^ miscarried. — Trip and go, my 
sweet ; deliver this paper into the royal hand of the 
king j it may concern much : Stay not thy compli* 
ment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu ! 

Jaq, Good Costard, go with me,*— Sir, God save your 
life ! 

Cost. Have with tliee, my girl. [Ex. Cost, and 3 xq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this m the fear of God, 
very religiously ; and, as a certain father saith— - 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of tlie father, I do fear colour- 
able colours. But, to return to the verses ; Did they 
please you, sir Nathaniel ? 

NaA. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father s of a certain 
pupil of mine ; where it^ before repast, it shall please 
you to gratify the table witli a grace, I will, on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid child 
or pupil, undertake your ben venuto; where I will 
prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither savour- 
mg of poetry, wit, nor invention ; I beseech your society. 

Nath. And thank you too : for society (saith the text) 
is the happiness of life. 

Hoi. And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes it. 
Sir, 1 do invite you too ; you shall not say me nay : 

- pauca %>erba. 

Away ; the gentles are at their game, and we will to 
our recreation.® [JSwwMjf 

^T hcie lines are hexameters, and all the better for being fwy 
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SCENE III. — Aswtke)' Tpart of the mme* 

Enter Bibon with a paper. 

Bkon. Tbe king he is hunting the deer; I am 
cotusing myself : they have pitched a toil ; I am toiling 
in a pitch; pitch tiiat defiles; defile! a foul word 
Well, Set thee down, sorrow 1 for so they say the fool 
said, and so say I, and I the fool. Well proved, wit ! 
By the Lord, tins love is as mad as Ajax : it kills sheep ; 
it kills me, I a sheep : Well proved again o' my side ! 
I will not love : if I do, hang me ; V faitli, I will not 
0, but her eye, — by this light, but for her eye, I would 
not love her ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing 
in the world but lie, and lie in my thmat. By Heaven, 
I do love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be 
melancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and here 
my melancholy. Well, she hatli one o' my sonnets 
already : the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the 
lady hiatli it : sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady 1 
By the world, I would not care a pin if the other three 
were in : Here comes one with a paper ; Glod give him 
grace to groan. [Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the Kino, with a paper. 

King. Ah me ! 

Biron. [Aside.] Shot, by Heaven ! — Proceed, sweet 
Cupid ; thou hast thumped him witli thy bird-bolt un* 
der the left pap ; — In faith, secrets. — 

King. [Beads.] 

So jiweet a kiss tlie golden sun gives not 
To those fresh morning drops upon ihe rose, 

As thy eye-beams, when tlieir fresh rays have sihot* 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down fiows; 
Nor shines the silver moon uuo half so bright 
Tlrrough the transparent bosom of the deep, 

As doth tny face through tears of mine give light; 
Th«m shin’st in every tear that 1 do weep; 

• S«ot*-the old preterite of mote. 
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No dro]a but as a coacb ^oth carry tbee, 

So ri W tbim triumpbiug in my woe ; 

Do but behold the tears that swell in me, 

And they thy glory tlnrough my grief will Acnr; 

But do not love Uiyself ; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glames, and still make me ween. 

O queen of queens, bow for dost thou excel i 
No thought can think, nor tongue Of mortal tell^ 

How iball she know my griefs ? 1 11 drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves shade folly. Who is he comes here t 

[St^uaide* 

Enter Lonoaville, teith a paper* 

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool appear! 

[Aaidi, 

Eong* Ah me ! lam forsworn. 

JStron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing 
papers.® [Aakk$ 

King. In love, I hope: Sweet fellowship in shame! 

[Audi. 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

[Aside. 

Long. Am I the first tliat have been perjur’d so ? 
Biron. [Asidfe.] I could put thee in comfort; not by 
two, that I know : 

Thou mak’st the triumviry, the comer cap of society, 
The shape of Love’s Tybum that hangs up simplicily. 

Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to move : 
0 sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 

These numbers will I tear and write in prose. 

Biron. [Aside^ 0, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid’s nose : 

Disfigure not his slop.® 

• Tlie perjure^thd periurer—w'hen exposed on the pfllory 
wore '* papers of perjury.” 

^ Ouardf ^tho hems or boundaries of a garment ; generally 
ornamented. 

« A clotbesman is still a ifopiseller* 
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tong. IliiB «une diall go.— [HI? sonnet. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 
('Oainit whom tlie world cannot hold argument) 
Petauade my heart to thii falie perjury ? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punulunent. 

A woman I forswore; but, I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 

M^ow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

Thy grace being gain’d, cures all disgrace in me. 

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is; 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost shine, 
JExhal’st this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine, 

If by me broke. What fool is not so wise, 

To lose an oath to win a paradise ? 

Bifon, [jdmfe.l This is the liver vein, which makes 
flesh a deity ; 

A green goose, a goddess ; pure, pure idolatry. 

Grod amend us, God amend f we ore much out o’ the way. 

Enter Dumain, %Dith a paper. 

Long. By whom shall I send this 1— Company ! stay. 

[^tapping aside, 

Biron, [Aside.'] All hid, all hid, an old infant play ; 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky, 

And wretched fools’ secrets heedful ly o’er-eye. • 

More sacks to the mill! 0 Heavens, I liave my 
wish ; 

Dnmain transform’d : four woodcocks in a dish ! 

Dim, 0 most divine Kate ! 

Biron. 0 most profane coxcomb ! [Aside, 

Dutn, By Heaven, the wonder of a mortal eve ! 
Biron, By eartli, ie is not, coq)oral : there you lie. 

[Aside, 

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.* 
Biron, An amber-colour’d raven was well noted, 

, [Aside. 

jj%m. As upright as the cedar. 

• quoted. 
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Biron. Stoop, I »y 5 . 

Her tbouWei is witli child. [JMde, 

JMtm. As fair as day. 

Biron* Ay, as some days; but then no lun must 
shine. [Asuk, 

Dim, 0 that I had my wish I 
Long. And I had mine ! [Aswis. 

King. And I mine too, good lord ! [Aside, 

Biron, Ameb, so I had mine : Is not that a good 
word ? " [Aside, 

Dim, I would forget her ; but a fever she 


Reigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 

Biron. A fe^’e^ in your blood ! why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers : Sweet misprision ! [Aside* 
Dum. Once more I ’ll read die ode tliat I have writ. 
Biron, Once more 1 ’ll mark how love can vary wit. 

[Aside, 

Dutn. On a dav, (alack the day 1) 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom, passing fair. 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Tlwougb the velvet leaves the wind, 

All unseen, ’gan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to death, ^ 

Wisli’d himself the heaven's brt*ath. 

Air, quoth ho, thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would 1 might triumph so 1 
But, alack, my hand is sworn. 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn ; 

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet; 

YouUi so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Bo not call it sin in me, 

That 1 am forsworn for thee : 

Tliou for whom Jove would swear, 

Juno but an Ethiope w ere ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

. Tqming mortal for thy love. 

This will I send ; and something else more plain, 

That ^11 express my true love's fastinjj nain. 

0, would the King, Biron, and Longavill^ 

Were lovers too! Ill, to example ill, 
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Would from my forehead wipe a perjur’d uote 
For none oflend^ where all alike do dote. 

Lonff. Dumain, [achancinff] thy love is for from 
charity, 

Hiat in love’s grief desir’st society : 

You may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 

To be o’erheard, and taken napping so. 

JQnff, Come, sir, [^vancing] you blush ; as his your 
case is such ; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much : 

You do not love Maria ; Longavillo 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart. 

1 have been closely shrouded in this bush, 

And mark’d you botli, and for you both did blush. 

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your fashicm ; 

Saw siglis reek from you, noted well your passion ; 

Ah me ! says one ; 0 Jove ! the other cries ; 

Onc^ her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes : 

You would for paradise break faith and troth; [To Long. 
And Jove^ for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[To Dumain. 

What will Biron say, when that he sliall hear 
Faith infringed, which such zeal did swear ? 

will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit ! 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it! 

For all the wealth that ever I did see;, 

1 w(Juld not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy 
All, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me : 

[Descends from the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears 
There is no certain princess that appears : 

You ’ll not be peijur’d, ’t is a hateful tiling ; 

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
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But are you not asham’dl nay, a» you no^ 

All tliree of you, to be thus much o^fshotY 
You fbund his mote ; the king your mote did lee j 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 

0, what a scene of foolery have I seen, 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ! 

0 me, with what strict patience have I sat, 

To see a king transform^ to a gnat ! ^ 

To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 

And profound Solomon tunmg a jig, 

And Nesto^lay at push-pin with 3ie boys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumainl 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 

And where mv liege’s ? all about the breast 
A caudle, ho f 

Kin^, Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy ove^view i 
JBiron. Not you by me, but I betray’d to you ; 

1, that am honest ; I that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

1 am betray’d, by keeping company 

With men like men,* of strange inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 

Or groan for Joan ^ or spend a minute’s time 
In pruning ^ me ? Wken shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A leg, a limb ? — 

Soft ; Whitlier away so fast f 
A true man, or a thief, that gallops so 9 
Stron. i post from love ; good lover, let me go* 

• Men like men. Biron appears to ui to say—I keep compaity 
with men alike in inoonatanoy—men like mea—mea having 
the general inconstancy of humanity. 

^iViwni^preeningi trimming himself np as a bird tidmi 
its fecUbera 
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Enier JAQUSNirm and Costari). 

Jaq, God bleis the king ! 

King, What present bast thou there 1 

Cost Some certain treason. 

Kirtg. What makes treason here ? 

Cost Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King, If it mar nothing neither, 

The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jaq, I breech your grace, let this letter be read j 
Our parson misdoubts it ; it was treason, he said. 

King, Biron, read it over. [Giving him the letter. 
Where hadst thou it I 
Jaq, Of Costard. 

Kifig, Where hadst thou it 

Cost Of dun Adramadio, dun Adramadio. 

King, How now! what is in you? why dost tlion 
tear it? 

Biron, A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs not 
fear it. 

Long, It did move him to passion, and therefore let ^s 
hear it. 

Dim, It is Biron’s writing, and here is his name. 

[Picks up the pieces. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, [to Costaex)] 
you were bom to do me shame. — 

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, 1 confess. 

King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool to make 
up the mess ; 

be, and you ; and you, my liege, and I, 

Are pick-pmm in love, and we desei^'e to die. 

0, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Dim, Now the number is even. 

BiA'on, True, true ; we are four 

Will these turtles be gone ? 
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* Kin^* ^ Hence, sire ; away, 

CoH, Walk aside the true folk, and let die traiton stay. 

\Exeunt Cost, xmd Jaq. 

Biron, Sweet lords, sweet lovers, 0 let us embrace ! 
As true we ar^ as flesh and blood can be : 

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face; 

Young blood doth not obey an old decree : 

We cannot cross the cause why we are bom ; 

Therefore, of all hands must we lie forsworn. 

King. What, did these rent lines show some love of 
tliine? 

Birm. Did they, quoth you f Who sees tlie heavenly 
Rosaline 

That, like a mde and savage man of Inde, 

At the firat opening of the gorgeous east, 

Bows not his vassal head ; and, stmcken blind, 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

King. What zeal, what fury liath inspir’d tliee 
now 1 

My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron i 
0, but for my love, day would turn to night! 

Of all complexions, the cull'd sovereignty 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair che^ ; 

Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth seek, 
Ijend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fie, painted rhetoric! 0, she needs it not i 
To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; 

She passes ijraise : thm piuise too short doth blot* 
A wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fiff y, looking in her eye ; 
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Beauty doili varnish ag^ os if new-born. 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 

Of ’tis the sun that maketh all things shine! 

By Heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 

Biron. Is ebony like her? 0 wood divine! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 

0, who can give an oath? where is a book ? 

That I may swear, beauty doth l)eauty lack, 

If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 

King. 0 iwadox ! Black is the badge of hell, 

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night j 
And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well. 

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light. 
0, if in black my lady’s brows be deck'd. 

It mourns, tiiat painting, and usurjiing liair, 

Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she bora to make black fair 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days j 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise. 

Paints itself black to imitate her brow. 

Dum. To look like her, are chimney-sweepers black. 
Long. And, since her time, are colliers coimted bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion crack. 
Dum, Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light 
Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain. 

For fear their colours should be wash’d away. 
King, ’T were good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell you 

1 11 find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 

Biron, 1 11 prove her fair, or talk till doomsday here. 
King, No devil will fright thee then so much as she. 
Dum, I nevCT knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long, Look, here ’s thy love : my foot and her face see. 

[Showing hU shot, 
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Biron. 0, if ^ streets w«rc paved witii thine 6y«^ 
Her fert were much too damty for such tread ! 
Bum, 0 vilel then as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as slie walk’d over head. 
King* But what of this ? Are we not all in lovef 
Biron. 0, notliing so sure; and tlierebyall forsworn, 
King, Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron, now 
prove 

' Our loving lawful, and our faith not tom. 

Bum* Ay, marry, tliere ; — some flattery for this evil 
Long. 0, some autliority how to proce^ ; 

Some fa-icks, some quillets,* how to cheat the deviL 
Bum. Some salve for peijury. 

Biron. 0, ’t is more than need I — 

Have at you then, affection’s men at arms ; 

Consider, what you first did swear unto 
To fast, — to study, — and to see no woman 
Flat treason against the kingly state of youth. 

Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young; 

And abstinence engenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to study, lords, 

In that each of you hath forsworn his bocd: : 

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look t 
Fot when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 

Hare found the ground of study’s excdlenc^ 

Without the beauty of a woman’s' face ? 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They are the ground, the books, the academes, 

From whence doth spring the tme Promethean fire. 
Wiry, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spints in the arteries ; 

As motion, and long-during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, tor not looking on a woman’s face, 

« and quodUbet each signify a fallocioos sttl}tUty<«*w]iit 
you please— an argument without I'oundatknu 
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you h&vt in that forsworn the twe of eyes ; 

And study too, the causer of your vow ; 

For where is any author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman’s cyet 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are, our learning likewise is. 

Thffli, when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes, 

With ourselves, — 

Do we not likewise see our learning there? 

0, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books ; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty’s tutors have enricli’d you with ? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain j 
And therefore finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain j 
But with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every power ; 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 

A lover’s eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover’s ear will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d: 
Love’s feeling is more soft, and sensible, 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails : 

Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in tasiff 
For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides? 

Subtle as sphynx ; as sweet, and musical, 

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair ; 

And, when Love speak^ the voice of all ffie gods 
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Makes Leaven drowsy witli the liarmony.* 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were tempers with Love’s sighs. 

0, dien his lines would ravish savage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women’s eyes tliis doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 

They are the books, the arts, tlie academes, 

Thatshow, contain, and nourish all tlie world ; 

Else, none at all in aught proves excellent ; 

Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools 
For wisdom’s sake, a word tJiat all men love ; 

Or for love’s sake, a word tliat loves all men ; 

Or for men’s sake, the authors of tliese women ; 

Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men ; 

Xiet us once lose our oatlis, to find ourselves. 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oatlis : 

It is religion to be thus forsworn : 

For charity itself fulfils the law ; 

And who can sever love from charity ? 

King, Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the field! 
Biron. Advance your standanls, and upon them, 
lords; 

Pell-mell, down witli tliem I but be first advis’d, 

In conflict that ymi get tlie sun of them. 

Lortg, Now to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes by 5 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ? 

King, And win them too ; therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for tliem in their tents. 

Biron, Firsts fiom tlie park let us conduct them 
thither; 

‘Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mi^r^ : in the afternoon 

• When Love speaks, the responsive hartaony of the voice of 
all the gods makis heaven drowsy 
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We will with some strange pjwtime solace them, 

Such as tlie shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hotirs, 

Forerun fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King* Away, away ! no time sliall be omitted, 

That will be time, and may by us he fitted. 

Biron. Allans! Allans! — ^w’d cockle reap’d no 
com; 

And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Ligljt wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 

If so, our co])per buys no better treasure. \Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L'~^Anoiher part of the earn* 

Enter Holofernei, Sir Nathaniei^ and Dull. 

Eoh Satis quod sufficU. 

Nath. I praise God for you, sir: your reasons^ at 
dinner have been sharp and sententious ; pleasant with- 
out scurrility, witty without affection,* audacious with- 
out impudency, learned without opinion, and strange 
without heresy. I did converse this quondam day with 
a companion of the king’s, who is intituled, nominated, 
or called, don Adriano de Armado. 

Eol Novi hominem tanquam te: His humour is 
Jofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed,^ his eye 
ambitious, his gait majestical, and his general behaviour 
vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical.® He is too picked,** 
too spruce, too affected, too odd, as it were, too pere- 
grinate, as I may call it 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. ' , 

[Takes out his tabMook. 

Eol. He draweth out the thread of his verbositv 
finer than the staple of his argument. 1 abhor su(d> 
fanatical phantasms, such insociable and point-devise* 
companions ; such rackets of orthography, as to speak, 
dout, fine, when he should say, doubt ; det, whra he 
should pronounce debt ; — d, e, b, t j not d, e;, t : — ^he 
clepeth a calf, cauf j half, hauf ; neighbour, voca^r^ 
nebour ; neigh, abbreviated, ne : This is abhominable, 
^which he would call abominable,) it insinuateth me of 
insanie \ Ne intelliqis domine t to make frantic, lunatic. 

* J/fbctm^affectBiion. ' 

k ^(L-Mlished. 

® TArownfco/— from Thraso, the l>oasttng soldier of Teienoa* 

* Pickidr-^mmedL. 

* Potnt-.dmss^Toice' to excess, and Bomctimes. adverbially, 
tot exactly, with the utmost nicety. 
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N(dh* Lem Leo hone mteUiga, 

Hoh Bonef' hone^ for henk: Priscian a little 

scratch’d ; ’t will eerve. 

En;^ Arkado, Moth, and Costard. 

Ncdh* Vxdesm quis venitf 

HoL Video et gaudeo. 

Am. Chirra! ' [To Morn 

Eoli Qmre Chirra, not sirrah t 

Am, Men of peace, well encountered. 

Mol, Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feast of languages, 
and stolen the scraps. [To Costard aside. 

Cost 0, tliey have lived long on the alms-basket of 
words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee for a 
word ; for thou art not so long by the head as honorifir 
eahUitiidinUatilm : ® thou art easier swallowed than a 
flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace! the peal begins. 

Arm* Monsieur [to Hol.], are you not lettered? 

Moth. Yes, yes ; ne teaches boys the hom-book 
What is a, b, spelt backward, with a horn on his head? 

fib/. Ba, pueriiia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a bom. — ^You hear 
hie learning. 

Hol, QuiSf quis, thou consonant ? 

Moth. The tliird of the five vowels, if you repeat them ; 
or the fifth, if I. 

Hot I will rq)eat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it; o, u,*’ 

• Taylor, the water-poet, has given us a syllable more of tlda 
delight of schoolboy8---A(m()rt/ictM6tVtttfdt^ But he has 

not equalled Rabelais, who has thus furnished the title of a 
book that might puitle Patamoster Row — Antipericatametc^r^ 
hfigsdmphicnbrationes. 

► The pedant asks who Is the rllly sheep— c^s, quis? ** Tlie 
third ofthe five vowels, if you repeat them, says Moth? and 
the pedant does repeat them— a, e, I ? the other two (fihochee it* 
saysMoth, o, u (0 you). 
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Arm, Now, by the salt wave of tl« Mediierraneian, 
a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : • snip, snap, quick, 
and lionae ; it rejoiceth my intellect : taue wit 

Moth. Offer’d by a child to an old man ; which is 
wit-old. 

Hoi. What is the /i'jure? what is the fiffuie ? 

Moth. Homs. 

Hoi. Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy gig. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will 
whip al>out yOur infamy circum circa : A gig of a 
cuckold’s horn ! 

Cost. An I had but one penny in die world, thou 
sbouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, tliere is the 
very remuneration I had of thy master, thou lialfpenny 
purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discretion. 0, an the 
Heavens were so pleased that tliou wert but my bastard! 
what a joyful father wouldst thou make me 1 Go to j 
Ihou hast it ad dunghill^ at the fingers’ ends, as they 
say. 

Hoi. 0, 1 smell false Latin ; dunghill for ungaem. 

Amt, Arts-man, premmbula ; we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youtli at the 
charge-house on the top of the mountain ? 

Hoi, Or, mcnis^ tlic hill. 

Arm, At your sweet pleasure, for tlie mountain. 

Hoi, I do, sans question. 

Arm, Sir, it is die king’s most sweet pleasure and 
affection, to congratulate the princess at her pavilion, 
in the posteriors of this day ; wluch the rude multitude 
call the afternoon. 

Hot The posterior of the day, most generous sir, ii 
liable, congruent, and measurable for the allemoon : 
die word is well culled, chose ; sweet and apt, I do as- 
sure you, sir ; I do assure. 

Arm* Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my 
fiuniliar« I do assure you, very good friend i — For wlwrt 
« Yancv) and hovt equally denote a Ut in fencing* , 
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is inward between us, let it pass *.—1 do beseech thee, 
reniember thy courtesy : — I beseech tliee, apparel thy 
bead ; —And among other importunate and most serious 
designs, — and 'of great import indeed, too ; — but let 
that pass for I must tell thee, it will please his grace 
(by the world) sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder; 
and with his royal finger, thus, dally with my excre- 
ment, with my mustachio : but, sweet heart, let that 
pass. By the world, I recount no fable ; some certain 
special honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to 
Armado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the 
world : but let that pass. — ^The very all of all is, — but, 
sweet heart, I do implore secrecy, — that the king would 
have me present the princess, sweet chuck, with some 
delightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or antic, or 
fire-work. Now, understanding that the curate and 
your sweet self are good at such eruptions, and sudden 
breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you 
withal, to fhe end to crave your assistance. 

JSol Sir, you shall present before her the nine wor- 
thies. — Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some entertain- 
ment of time, some show in the posterior of this day, to 
be rendered by our assistance, — tlie king’s command, 
and this most gallant, illustrate, and learned gentle- 
man,— before tiie princess ; I say, none so fit as to pre- 
sent tiie nine worthies. 

Nath, Where will you find men wortliy enough to 
present them ? 

Hoi Joshua, yourself ; myself, or this gallant gen- 
tleman, Judas MaccabjBUs; this swain, because of hi* 
great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the great ; the 
page, Hercules. 

Arm, Pardon, sir, error : he is not quantity enough 
for that worthy’s thumb ; he is not so big as the end of 
hi* club. 

HqI Shall I have audience ? he shall present Her- 
ciilei in minority : his mter and exit shall be stran- 
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gling a snake ; and I will liave an apology hs Hut 
purpose. 

Moth, An excellent device ! so, if any of the audience 
hiss, you may cry, Well done, Hercules! now^thou 
crushest the snake I that is the way to make an o^mce 
gracious ; though few have the grace to do it 
Arm, For the rest of the worthies ? — 
ffol, I will play three myself. 

Moth, Thrice-worthy gentleman ! 

Arm, Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Eol, We attend. 

Arm, We will have, if this fudge « not, an antic. I 
l)eseech you, follow. 

Eol, FtOf goodman Dull ! tliou hast spoken no word 
all this while. 

Eull, Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Eot. Allans ! we will employ thee. 

Dull, I ’ll make one in a dance, or so; or I will play 
on the tabor to the worthies, and let them’ dance the 
hay. 

Eol Most dull, lionet Dull, to our spoi’t, away 1 

SCENE 11.^ Another pari of the same. Before the 
PruKiess s Pavilion, 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, mi 
Maria. 

Prin, Sweet hearts, we sliall be rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in ; 

A lady wall’d about with diamonds I 
L(5ok you, what I have from the loving king. 

Bos, Jdadam, came nothing else along with thiUf 
Prin, Notliing but this? yes, as much love in rhyme, 
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper, 

■ 'Faifis, This word 1b from the Anglo^xan^*a»H# join 
together^ and thence to (It# to agree* 
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Wiit on both sides of the leaf, margant and all ; 

That he was fein to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Mos. That was the way to make his godhead wax 
For he hath.beoi five thousand years a boy. 
iCoM. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Mos. You’ll ne’er be friends with him; he kill’d 
your sister. 

Kdth. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 
And so she died ; had she been light, like you, 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 

She might have been a grandam ere she died : 

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long 
Boa* What ’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this light 
word? 

Kath, A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Bos. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Kath* You ’ll mar the light, by taking it in snutf ; 
Therefore, I ’ll darkly end the argument. 

Boa. Look, what you do ; you do it still i’ the dark. 
Kath. So do not you ; for you are a light wench. 
Boa* Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light 
Koith* You weigh me not, — 0, that's you care not 
for me. 

Boa* Great reason ; for, Past care is still past cure. 

. Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit^ well play’d. 
But, Rosaline, you have a favour too : 

Who sent it f and what is it ? 

Boa. I would you knew ; 

An if my face were but as fair as yours, 

My favour were as great ; be witness this. 

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron : 

The numbers true j and, were the numb'ring too, 

I were the fairest ^dess on the ground ; 

I am compar’d to twenty thousand fairs. 

0, he hath drawn my picture in his letter I 

* SR) mw ; as we say, the moon waxeth. 

^ Sait of wit. Set is a term used at tennis. 
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Prin. Anything like! 

Ilo 9 ^ Much in the letters ; nothing in the praise. 

Prin* Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 

Kath* Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

lios* ’Ware pencils ! How ? let me not die your debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter 
0 that your face were not so full of Os I 

Kath. A pox of that jest! and 1 beshrew all shrowi^ 

Prin, But, Katharine what was sent to you from fair 
Dumain ? 

Kath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover, 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover ; 

A huge translation of hypocrisy. 

Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and tliese pearls, to me sent Longaville } 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less : Dost thou not wish in heart, 
The chain were longer, and tlie letter short? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never part. 

Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so. 

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 
Tliat same Biron 1 T1 torture ere I go. 

0, that I knew he were but in by the week I 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek j 
And wait the season, and obsen'e the times, 

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes; 

And shape his service wholly to my behests ; 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests I 
So portent-like would I o’ersway his state, 

That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

* Rosaline, it appcnn, was a brunette ; Katharino fidr, 
perhape red'haired, marked with small pox, la ^e early 
alphabets for children, A was printed in red. B, as well as the 
remainder of the alphabet, in black ; and thus the la(^ jest 
Upon their complexions. 
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Priju None are bo Burely caught, when tliey are 
catch'd, 

As wit turn'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd, 

Hath wisdom’s warrant, and the help of school ; 

And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Ro8, The blood of yoiitli bums not with such excess, 
As gravity's revolt to wantonness. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a not^ 

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet. 

Prin, Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face 
Boijet. 0, 1 am stabb’d with laughter ! Where ’s her 
grace ? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet f 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare ! — 

Arm, wenches, arm I encounters mounted are 
Against your jreace ; Love dotli approach disguis’d, 
Armed in arguments j you *11 be surpris’d : 

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 

Oivhide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid ! What are tliey, 
That charge their breath against us ? say, scout, say. 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 

I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour; 

When, lo I to intermpt my pur}X)3’d rest, 

Towaj^ that shade 1 might behold address'd 
The king and his comjmnions ; warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear; 

That, by and by, disguis’d they will be here. 

Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage? 

Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 

^ Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear 
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Arul «r«r and anon they made a deubt, 

Presence maiestical would put him out } 

^ Foi^” quoth the king, " an angel shalt thou see j 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.” 

The boy replied, ^ An angel is not evil } 

I should have fear'd her had she been a devil.*’ ^ 

With that all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on . the 
shoulder ; 

Making tlie bold wag by tlieir praises bolder. 

One rubb’d his dbow, thus ; and fleer’d, and swore^ 

A better sj)eech was never spoke before ; 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Crie^l, Via ! we will do 't, come what will come C* 
The third he caper’d, and cried, All goes well j*’ 

The fourth tumM on the toe, and down he fell. 

With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 

With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 

That in this spleen ridiculous ap))ear8, 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears, 

Pnn. But what, but what, come they to visit uit 
Boyet. They do, they do ; and are appareVd thus,— 
Like Muscovites, or Russians, os I guess. 

Their purpose is, to ^mle, to court, and dance : » 

And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they ’ll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin. And will they so ? the gallants shall be 
task’d ; — 

For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d ; 

And not a man of them shall have the graces 
De^ite of suit, to see a lady’s face. 

H6ld, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear, 

And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine j 
So shall Biion take me for Rosaline.— 

And change your favours tooj so shall your lovee 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 
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Jto$, Come on then ; wear the favours most in sight 
KHih* But, in this changing, what is your intent? 
Prin, The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 

And mock for mock is only my intent 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock’d withal, 

Ut^ the next occasion that we meet, 

With visages display’d, to talk and greet 
Ros* But shall we dance, if they desire us to ’t ? 
Prin, No ; to the death we will not move a foot ; 
Not to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; 

But, while ’t is spoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet, W hy, that contempt will kill the speaker’s 
heart. 

And quite divorce his memory from his part 
Prin, Therefore I do it ; and, I make no doubt, 

The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out. 

There ’s no such sport as sport by sport o ertlirown j 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game; 

And diey, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 

[Trumpets sound unthin, 
Boyet, The trumpet sounds ; be mask’d, the maskers 
come. [The ladies mask. 

Enter the Kino, Biron, Lonoaville, and Domain, 
in Russian habits and masked ^ Moth, Musicians, 
(md Attendants. 

Moth, AIJ hail the richest beauties on the earth !” 
Biron, Beauties no richer than rich taffata. [Aside, 
Moth, A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 

[The ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever turn’d tiieir ” — backs — <‘to mortal views 1” 
Biron, ‘‘ Their eyes,” villain, their eyes !” 

Moth, That ever tiun'd their eyes to mortal views ! 
Out”- 
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Myet True ; otd, indeed 

MotA. “ Out af your favours, lieaverdy spirits, rottcli* 
safe 

Not to behold ” — 

Hiron. “ Once to behold,’’ rogue. 

MoiA, “ Once to beliold with your sun-beamed eyes,”-* 
“ With your sun-beamed eyes ” — 

JSoyet. They will not answer to tliat epithet, 

You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

Mot A. Tliey do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
JBiron. Is tliis your perfectness ? begone, you rogue ! 
llos. What would these strangers ? know their minds, 
Boyet : 

If they do sj)eak our language, ’t is our will 
That some plain man recount tiieir purposes ; 

Know what they would. 

Boyet Wliat would you witli tlie princess ? 

Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. Wliat would they, say they ? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ilos, Why, that they Lave ; and bid them so be gone. 
Boyet She says, you have it, and you may be gone. 
Kijiy. Say to her, we have measur’d many miles, 

To tread a measure® with her on the gross. 

Boyet They say tliat they have measur’d many a 
mile, 

To tread a measure witli you on tins grass. 

Ro8. It is not so : ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measur’d many, 

The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet If, to come hither, you liave measur’d miles, 
And many miles, the princess bids you tell. 

How many inches do till up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 

• Tread a measure. Tlie measure was a grave courtly dtoce. 
of which the step# were slow uhd meoiurodi like tho« of a 
tnodcTD mlouet. 
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Soi/et She bears herself. 

Bos, How many weary gieps, 

Of many weary miles you have o’er^ne, 

Are number’d in the travel of one mile ? 

Bv'on, We number nothing tliat we spend for you ; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 

That we may do it still widiout accompt. 

Vouclisafe to show the sunshine of your face, 

That we, like savages, may worship it 
Bos, My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King, Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do ! 
Vouclisafe, bright moon, and tliese thy stars, to shine 
(Those clouds remov’d) upon our watery eyne. 

Bos, 0 vain petitioner 1 beg a greater matter ; 

Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 

King, Then, in our measure, vouclisafe but one 
change ; 

Thou bidd’st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 

Bos, Play, music, tlien : nay, you must do it soon, 

[Music plays. 

Not yet ; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 
King, Will you not dance ? How come you thus 
' estranged ? 

Bos, You took the moon at full ; but now she ’■ 
changed. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 

The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 

Bos. Our ears vouchsafe it 
KUig, But your legs should do it. 

Bos, Since you ore strangers, and come here by 
chance, 

W« ^1 not be nice : take liands ; — we will not dance. 
King, Why take we hands then I 
Bos, Only to part friend* u— 

Court’sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 

King, More measure of this measure ; be not nice. 
Bos, We can aflbrd no more at such a price. 
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Prize you yourselves: What buys your oom* 
pany ! 

Ros, Your absence only. 

Kmg, That can never be. 

^os. Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu j 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

King. If you deny to dance, let ’s hold more chat 
Ros. In private then. 

King. I am best pleas’d with (hat 

[They convme apart. 
Biron White-handed mistress, one sweet word with 
thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is three. 
Biron. Nay then, two treys (an if you grow bo 
nice), 

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey. — ^Well run, dice ! 
There ’s half a dozen sweets. 

^ Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu ! 

Since you can cog," I '11 play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in secret 

Prin. Let it not be sweet 

Biron. Tliou griev’st my gall. 

Prin. Gall ? bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

[They converse apart 
Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 
word? 

Mar. Name it. 

Dum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so? Fair lord,— 

Take you that for your fair lady. 

Dim. Please'it you, 

As much in private, and I ’ll bid adieu. 

[They converse apart 

* Kron wyt, “Well run, dice I” The Princws sayi he can 
eog. To cog the dice ii to diem— and thence, gamftlly, to 
defVtad* 
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Malh. What, wai your viior made without a tongue ? 
Long. I know the reaaon, lady, why you ask. 

, Kam. 0 for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long. 

^ hong. You have a double tongue within your mask, 
And would aflbrd my spwchless visor half. 
iCo^A. Veal, quoth fiie Dutchman : — Is not veal a calf! 
Long. A C£uf, fair lady! 

Kath, No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let *b part the word. 

KcUh. No, I ’ll not be your half : 

Tak^all, and wean it; it may prove an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp 
moclw! 

Will you give horns, chaste lady ! do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 

Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you cry. 

[They converse apart 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor’s edge invisible, 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Se^neth their conference ; their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter things. 
Bob. Not one word more, my maids; break off, 
break off. 

Biron. By Heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! 
Kxngr Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple wits. 

Kino, Lords, Moth, Mmio^’and Attendjmti. 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my ^zen Muscovites. — 

Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at ! 

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths puflTd 
out 

Bos. Well-liking wits* they have ; gross, gross *, &t^ fat 
Prin, O poverty in wit^ kingly-poor flout! 

* ^ If used in tbe same sense in which the young ^ 
the Wild goata in Job are said to be in good-liking. 
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Will they not, tliink you, Hang themselyes to>nightt 
Of ever, but in viBOra, show their faces ? 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Mob, 0 ! they were all in lamentable cases I 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit. 

Mar, Domain was at my service, and his sword : 

No point, quoth I ; my servant straight was mute. 

KaiA. Lord Longavillesaid,.! came o’er his heart; 
And trow you what he call’d me ? 

Prin, Qualm, perhaps. 

KatA, Yes, in good faith. 

Pri/i, Go, sickness as thou art 1 

Mos. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps.* 
But will you hear ^ tlie king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me 
JCatA, And Longaville was for my service bom. 
Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 
JBoyet Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be, 

They will digest this harsh indignity. * 

Prin, Will they return? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows, 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows ; 
Therefore, change favours ; and, when they repair, 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.' 

Prin. How blow? how blow? sj^eak to be under- 
stood. 

JBoyei. Fair ladies, mask’d, are roses in their bud : 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture shown, 

Are angels vailing clouds,'* or roses blown. 

I By an act of parliament of 1671 it was provided tiiat aU 
above the age of six years, except the nobility and other persona 
«f degree, should, on sabbath'days and holidays, weor oape of 
wool, manulaetured In England. 

^ To vaiU^to avale, to cause to fall down ; the cloodi opcnai 
Mangels descend. 
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jPfW. Awoiit, ! Wbftt Aall we dp, 

If diey return in t^r own iliapef to woo ? ^ 

Bob, Good madam, if by me you ^11 be advis'd, 

Let *• mock them still, as well known, as disguis'd : 

Let us complain to them what fools were here, 

Disfi^'d iHce Muscovites, in fhLmleBs gear ; 

And wonder what they were ; and to what end 
Their^ shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn’d, 

And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 
Brin, Whip to our tents, as roes run over land, 
[Exeunt Pbincess, Ros., Kate., and Mabia# 

EtUer tAe King, Biron, Longayiixb, and Dumain, ^ 
in their prefer habits. 

King, Fair sir, God save you ! Where is the princess ! 
Boyet Gone to her tent : Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither ? 

King, That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet, I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. [Ea^, 
Biron, Thb fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons pea^ 
And utters it again when Jove doth please : 

He is wit's peddler ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs ; 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve; 

Had ne been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 

He can carve too, and lisp : Woy, this is he^ 

That kiss’d away Ids hand in courtesy ; 

This is the ape ^ form, m<msieuT the nice, 

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms ; nay, he can sin^ 

A mean most meanly ; ^ and, in ushering, 

^ A tMm meanly. The mean, in vocal mosie, is an in* 
teimediate part t a part— whether tenor, or MCond eopra&o, tx 
oontra<*teiioi>-.betwceD the two extremee of higheit and lowest 

voi. I. 0 
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Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet) 

Ihe itairs, u he treads on them, kiie his feet t 
This is the flower that smiles on every one, 

To riiow his teeth as white as whales’ bone : • 

And consciences, that will not die in debt^ 

Pay him the due of honey-tongfued Boyet 
Kinff, A blister on bis sweet tongue, with my heart, 
That put Aimado’s page out of bis part ! 

Enter the Princess, ushered hy Boyet ; Rosaline, 
Maria, Katharine, and Attendants. 

Btrow. See where it comes I — Behaviour, what wert 
thou, 

Till this man show’d theef and what art thou now 1 
Eing. All bail, sweet madam, and fair time of day ! 
Erin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 

ESmg. Construe my speeches b^r, if you may. 
Pfm Then wish me better. I will give you leave. 
King. We came to visit you ; and pui^pose now 
To lead you to our court ; vouchsafe it then. 

Prm. This field shall hold me; and so hold youi 
vow; 

Nor God, nor 1, delights in peijur’d men. 

£mp. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke ) 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 

Prm. You nick-name virtue : vice you diould have 

^ke; 

For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. 

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, 1 protest^ 

A world of torments though t should endure, 

1 would not yield to be your house’s guest : 

So much 1 hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 

0, you have liv’d in desolation here, 
tinseeo, unviiited, much to our shame. 

Ths tooth of thswalnia 
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Prtn. Not my Iwd, it ii not so, I swear •, 

We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game ; 
A mess of Russians left us hut of late. 

Kin^* How, madam? Russmns? 

Prtn. Ay, in truth, my lord j 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

JRos, Madam, speak true : — It is not so, my lord ; 
My lady, (to the manner of the days,) 

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Russian habit ; here they stay’d an hour, 

And talk’d apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dsie not call Ihem fools ; but this I think, 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron. This jest is dry to me. Gentle sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven’s fiery eye, 

Bylifi fht we lose light : Your capacity 

Is of that nature, that to your huge store 

Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 

Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in my 
eye,— 

Biron, I am a fool, and Ml of poverty. 

Rot, But that you take what doth to you belong, 

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron, 0, 1 am yours, and all that I possess. 

Rot, All the fool mine? 

Biron, I cannot give you less. 

Rot. Which of the visors was it that you woue ? 
Biron* Where? when? what visor? why demand 
you this? 

Rot. There, then, that visor j that superfluous case^ 
That hid the worse, and show’d the better face. 

JSSn^* We are descried : they ’ll mock us now down* 
right 

Dum* Let us confisis, and turn it to a jest 
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Prin. Amaz'd, my lord! Why looks your biglm«a 
sad) 

Ros. Help, hold his brows ! he '11 swoon ! Why look 
you pale? — 

Sea-rick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars plagues ibr perjury. 
Can any fece of brass hold longer out?— 

Here stand 1, lady \ dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confouipd me with a front ; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance j 
Cut me to pieces with diy keen conceit ; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait 
0 1 never will 1 trust to speeches penn’d, 

Nor to the motion of a schooltwy’s tongue \ 

Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song ; 
Tafifota phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce afiectation, 

Figures pedanticsd ; these summer-fries 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation t 
1 do forswear them : and I here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the band, Gbd 
knows !) 

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 

And, to begin, wench,-HW God help me, la ! — 

My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Ros* Sans saks , I pray you. ^ 

Biron* Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage bear with me, 1 am sick ; 

I ’ll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see;— 

Write " Lord have mercy on us,” • on thcie three ; 

They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 

They have the pls^fue, and caught it of your eyes : 

* Lord have fMrcy m tti— the fearful inicriptfoa, on houses 
viiitsd with the pligoe. 
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Tlwie lorcU are visited; you arc not fre^ 

For the Lord’s tokens on you do 1 see. 

Pi^. No, they arc free that gave these tc&ens to us. 
Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 
Ros, It is not so. For how can this be true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue I 
Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 
JJos. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 
King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude trans- 
gression 
Some fair excuse. 

Pm. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis’d 1 
King. Madam, I was. 

Prin. And were you well advis’d? 

King. 1 was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were hei^ 

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear? 

J^ng. That more than ail the world I did respct her. 
Pm. When she shall challenge this, you wul reject 
her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin, Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 
Prin. I will : and therefore keep it : — Rosaline^ 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear I 
Ros. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precio^ eye-sight ; and did value me 
Aiwve this world : adding thereto, moreover, 

That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prtn. God «ve thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean yo% madam ? by my life, my 
troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 
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Boa, By Heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain, 
Tou gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

JSD^. My fiiilh, and tiiis, princess I did give $ 

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prtn. Pardon me, sir, tb's jewel did she wear ; 

And lord Biron, I tWik him, is my dear ; — 

What ; will you have me, or your pearl again f 
Biron. Neither of either ; I remit both twain. 

I see the trick on *t : — Here was a consent^ 

(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 

Some carry^le, some please-man, some slight aany, 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some Dick,— 
Ihat smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she ’s dispos’d — 

Told our intents before : which once disclos’d, 

The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forsworn : in will, and error. 

Much upon this it is : — ^And might not you, 

[To Botbt. 

Forestal our sporty to make us thus untrue f 
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire,* 

And laugh upon the apple of her eyel 
And stand between her hack, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 

You put our page out ; Go, you are allow’d 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your stioud. 

Tou leer upon me, do youV there’s an eye, 

Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyei. Full merrily 

Hath this brave mana^ this career, been run, 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace} I have 
done. 

« Ti)^ . ft ntle, or sqatze* 

k AUaurd-^yotx are ftn ftUowed fool. 
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' Enter Coitard. 

Welcome, pure wit I thou partest a feir ftay. 

C 08 t, 0 Lord, sir, they would fcuow, 

Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 

Biron, Whaf^ are there but three! 

Coat No, sir, but it is vara fine, 

For every one pursenta three. 

Biron* And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost, Not so, sirj under correction, sir} I hope, it is 
not so : 

You cannot beg us,® sir, I can assure you, sir ; we know 
what we know ; 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil it 
doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes Ibr nine. 
Cost 0 Lord, sir, it were a pity you should get your 
living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it ! 

Cost 0 Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, 
sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount : for mine own 
pi^ I am, as fiiey say, but to parfect one man, in one 
poor man ; Pompion the great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of tlie wortiiies ? 

Cost It pleased them to think me worthy of Pompion 
the great : for mine own part, I know not the degree of 
tlM worthy ; but I am to stand for liim. 

Biron. Go bid tliem prepare. 

Cost We will turn it finely ofl^ sir; we will take 
some care. [Exit Costabd. 

* Coftari means to say we are not Idiots. One of tlie most 
abominable corruptions of the feudal system of government was 
for the sovereign, who was the legal guardian of idiots, to grant 
the wardship of such an unhappy person to some favourite who 
be^ed him, granting with the idiot the right of using his pro- 
perty. 
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K^. Biron, they wUl ehaise ui, IdE them not ap- 
proacL 

JBiron. We are shaxDfrproof, my lord: and H iiacane 
policy 

. To have one wc^ than the king^i and hit com* 

n y. 

y, they shall not come. 

Frm. Nay, my good Iwd, let me o’eMuie yon 
now: 

That sport best pleases that doth least know how : 
Where real strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the real, of that which it presents 
The form confounded makes most form in mirth j* 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Birm. A right description of our sport, my lord. 

£nier Armajh). 

Am, Anointed, I implore so much erpense of thy 
royal sweet breath, os will utter a brace or words. 

[Abiiado converses with the Ki»a, and 
delivers him a paper, 

Trin, Doth this man serve God ? 

Biron, Why ask you ! 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making. 
Am, That ’s all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch ; 
ibr, 1 protest the schoolmaster is exce^ng fantastical ; 
too, too vain } too, too vain ; But we will put ity as they 
•ay, to forttma della guerra, I widi you die peace ef 
mind, most royal couplement ! [Exit AfiXADO. 

King. H«re is like to be a good presence of worthies : 
He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, Pompey the 
great ; the parish curate, Alexander j Anuado’s page, 
Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Macha^us. 

* We uuderstasd the reading thus:— Where seal strivet to 
^ve oonteut, and the contents (things contained) die in dwi 
teal, the tbrm of that which seal presents, being confounded, 
make* muet form m tnlrih. 
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Asai if four worthi^a in their first show thrive, 
llese four will change halntj, and nresait the other five. 
Biron. Tliere is five iu the first snow. 

King* Tou are deceiv’d, ’t is not so. 

Btron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, the 
fool, and fiie boy : — 

Abate a throw at novum ; • and the whole world again 
Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his vein. 
King* The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 

[Seo/s brought for the King, Prinosss, ^c* 
Pageant of the Nine Wortkiee. 

Enter Costard, armed^ for Pompey. 

Cat* “ I Pompey am,” — 

Boyet* You lie, you are not he. 

Coet* I Pompey am,”— 

Boyet* With libbard’s ^ head on knee. 

Biron* Well said, old mocker; I must needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cost* “ 1 Pompey am, Pompey sumam’d the big,”— 
Dum* The great. 

Cost* It is great, sir Pompey sumam’d the great ; 
‘Ihat oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my 
toe to sweat : 

And travelling along this coast, I here am come by 
chance ; 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of 
France.” 

If your ladyship would say, “ Thanks, Pompey,” I had 
done. 

Prin, Great thanks, great Pompey. 

• Abate a ihraw. Novum, or qwn^jwnove, was a game at dice, 
of which nine and five were the principal throw*. Biron there* 

, fore lays, Abate a throw— that is, Itiave out the nine— and the 
world cannot prick out Jiee such. 

^ Xittofd— leopatih 



*T is not 80 much worth ; but, 1 hope^ I was 
perfect ; I made a little fault in great” 

Birm, My hat to a halJpenny, Pompey prores the 
best worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel, armedffor Alexander. 

Nath. “ When in the world I liv’d, I was the world’s 
commander ; 

By east, west, north, and south, 1 spread my conquaing 
might ; 

My ’scutcheon plain declares tliat I am Alisander.” 

Boyet Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it stands 
too right 

Biron, Your nose smells, no, in this, most tender- 
smelling knight 

Pm. The conqueror is dismay’d? Proceed, good 
Alexander. 

Nath. “ When in the world I liv’d, I was the world’s 
commander — 

Boyet. Most true, ’t is right j you were so, Alisander. 

Biron. Pompey the great, — 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away tlie conqueror, take away Alisander 

Coet. 0, sir, [fe? Nath,] you have overthrown AH- 
sander the conqueror ! You will be scraped out of the 
jjainted cloth for this : your lion, that holds his poU-ax 
sitting on a close stcol, will be given to A-jax ; he will 
be the ninth worthy. A conqueror, and afeW to spedc I 
run away for shame, Alisander. [Nath. retireeJ] 
There, an ’t shall please you ; a foolish mild man ; an 
honest man, look you, and soon dashed ! He is a mar- 
vellous good neighbour, in sooth; and a very good 
bowler ; but, for Alisander, alas, you see how ’t is p— a 
little o’erparted ; • — But there are worthies a coming will 
speak their mind in some other sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

• overparted, not quite equal to Ws part 
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BnUr HoLOFteftNEs/or Judai, and Mom fir Hercules* 
Hoi. “ Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 
Whose club killed C^berus, that tbree-beaded 
emus; 

And, when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus : 
QuoTtiam, he seemeth in minority ; 

Ergo, 1 come with this apology.” — 

Keg) some state in thy exit, and vanish, f Exit Moth . 
Mol. ‘‘ Judas, I am,”— 

Dum, A Judas ! 

Rol. Not, Iscariot, sir, — 

^ Judas, I am, yclept Machabseus.” 

Hum. Judas Machabaeus dipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor; — How art thou prov’d 
Judas f 

Hoi, “ Judas, I am,”— 

Htm. The more shame for you, Judas. 

Hoi What mean you, sir? 

Boyet To make Judas hang himself. 

Hoi Begin, sir ; you are my elder. 

Biron. Well tbllow’d ; Judas was bang'd on an elder.* 
Hoi I will not be put out of countenance. 

Biron. Because thou hast no face. 

Hoi What is this ? 

Boyet A cittem-head.'» 

Hum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A death’s face in a ring. 

Zong. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen. 
Boyel The pummel of Caesar’s falchion. 

Hum. The carv’d-bone face on a flask.® 

Biron. St George’s holf^cheek in a brooch, 
s The oommon tradition was that Judas hanged himself on 
an elder-tree. 

b A eiftem-hsad. The head of a cittern, gittem, or guitar, 
was terminated with a face. 

c Biasi. A soldier’s powder-horn, which was often elabo- 
rately earved. 
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Dim* Ay^ and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron, Ay, and worn in the cap of a tootlMbawer. 
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in counteance. 
Hoi You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron* False t we have given thee faces. 

Hoi But you have out-fac'd them all. 

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyet. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go. 

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ? 
Dttm. For the latter end of his name. 

Biron. For the ass to the Jude; give it him: — Jud-as, 
away ! 

Hoi This is not g^ierous ; not gentle ; not humble. 
Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas : it grows dark, 
he may stumble. 

Prin. Alas, poor Maebabseus, how hath he been baited! 

Enter ARHano, armedyfor Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles ; here comes Hector 
in arms. 

Hum. Though my mocks come home by me, 1 will 
now be merry. 

King, Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 
Boyet. But is this Hector? 

Dum. 1 think Hector was not so clean-timbered. 
tong. His leg is too big for Hector, 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No ; be is best indued in the smalL 
Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Dum. He ’s a g(^ or a painter; for he makes faces. 
Arm. ‘'The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty^ 
Gave Hector a — 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

Arm, Peace! 
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wmbot«it Maw, of ianoei Uie almighty, 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Bion : 

A man lo breath’d, that certain he would fight, yea, 
From mom till ni^l^ out of his pavilion. 

I am that flower,” — 

Dum* Thai mint 

Lmg. That columbine. 

Arm, Sweet lord Longaville, rein tongue. 

Long, I must rather give it the rein, for it runs 
against Hector. 

JHm, Ay, and Hector ’s a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ; sweet 
dmcks, beat not the bones of the buried ; when he 
breath’d, he was a man — ^but I will forward with my 
device : Sweet royalty, [to the Princess] bestow on 
me the sense of hearing. [Biron whispers Costard. 

Pm. Speak, brave Hector ; we are much delighted. 

Arm, I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot 

Dum, He may not by the yard. 

Atm, ‘‘ This Hector far surmounted Hannibal,” — 

Cost, The party is gone, felbw Hector, she is gone ; 
^ is two months on her way. 

Arm, What meanest thou? 

Cost Faith, unless you play the honest Troian, the 
pom wench is cast away : she ’s quick j the child brags 
m her belly already ; ’t is yours. 

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentates! 
thou sh^t die. 

' Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped, for Jaquenetta 
that is quick by him ; and hanged, for Pompey that is 
dead by him. 

Xkm, Most rare Pompey I 

Boyet Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron, Greater than great, great^ great, great Pompey! 
Ppinpoy the huge I 

Hector trembles. 
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Biron. Pompey is moved : — More Ates, man Aim \ 
ftir them on] stir them o(n 1 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in *b belly 
than will sup a flea. 

Arm. By the nrarth pole, I do challenj^ thee. 

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a nortb«n 
man ; 1 11 slash ; 1 11 do it by the sword I pray you, 
let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incensed worthies. 

Cost. 1 11 do it in my shirt. 

Dum. Most resolute Pompey 1 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for die combat ? 
What mean you ? you will lose your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me ; I will 
not combat in my shirt 

Dum. You may not deny it ; Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for ’t ? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt j I go 
woolward for penance ‘ 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome for 
want of linen : since when, I ll be sworn, he wore none 
but a dishclout of Jaquenetta 's \ and that 'a wears nett 
his heart, for a favour. 

Enter Msrcadb. 

Mor. God save you, madam ! 

Prifi. Welcome, Mercade ; 

But that thou inteirupt’st our merriment 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king, your &ther— 

Pm. Dead, for my life. 

JEooluMrd, wanting the shirt, so as to leave die WOOUeD 
olotb of the outer coat nest the skin. 



LOViB’SUBOUR’SLOST. 38d 

Mer. Bm lo j my tale is tol(L 
Bkon. Worthies, away ; the scene begins to cloud. 
Arm, For mine own part, 1 breathe free breath : I have 
seen the day of wrong tmon^ the little hole of discretion, 
and I will right myself like a soldier. [Ex, Worthies. 
IKmg, How fares your majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 

' Htny. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you stay 
Frin, Prepare, I say. — I thank you, gracious lords, 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat. 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouclisafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide^ 

TRje liberal opposition of our spirits : 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — Farewell, worthy lord ! 

A heavy heart bears not a humble tongue ; 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 

Ki/ng, The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 

A]]d often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate ; 

And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 

The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 

Yef^ since love’s argument was first on foot, 

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 

From what it purpos’d ; since, to wail friends lost, 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable, 

Al to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Frin, I understand you not ; my griefs are double. 
Biron, Honest plain words best pierce the ears of 
griefs— 

And by these badges understand the king. 

For your feir sakes have we neglected time ; 

Played foul play wilh our oaths. Tour beauty, ladies, 



m win t 06 T. ikm r. 

Hath much deform'd ui, fa^ouing our humours 
Even to die opposed end of our intents: 

And what in us bath seem'd ridiculous,— 

As love is fbll of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye. 

Full of stray sliapes, of habits, and of forms, 

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varieu object in his glance ; 

Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly ey«, 

Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, 
Suggested us to make : Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove fidse, 

By being once false for ever to be true 
To tliose that make us both,— fair ladies, you : 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin. 

Thus purifies itself^ and turns to grace. 

Prm, We Imve receiv’d your letters, full of love ; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 

As bombast,^ and as lining to the time : 

But more devout than this, in our respects, 

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment 
Dtm, Our letters, madam, show’d much mwe than jest 
Lonff, So did our looks. 

Roi, We did not quote them bo. 

Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 

Gr^t us your loves. 

Pm. A time, methink^ too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in ; 

N(^ no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much, 

• BowbfiMt from bombagls, co^n wool used si stutRni* 
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Full of dear guiltiness ; and, tlierefbre this,— 

If for my love (as there is no such cause) 

You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleasures of the world j 
There stay, imtil the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning : 

If this austere insociable life 

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and tliin weeds, 

Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

But tlxat it tills trial, and last love ; 

Then, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge, cliallenge me by tliese deserts, 

And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 

I will be thine ; and, till tliat instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house j 
Raining the tears of lamentation 
For tlie remembrance of my father’s deatli. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 

Neither intitled in the other’s heart. 

King, If this, or more than this, I would deny 
To flatter up these powers of mine with res^ 

The sudden hand of deatli close up mine eye ! 

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast, 

Biron. And what to me, my love I and what (0 me ? 
Dum, But what to me, my love ? but what to me V 
Ka4h. A wife ! — A beard, fair health, and honesty ; 
With three-fold love I wish you all tiiese tliree. 

Dmu 0, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife 
Kaih, Not so, my lord ; — a twelvemontli and a day 
1 ’ll mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers say ; 
Come when the king doth to my lady come, 

Then, if I have much love;, 1 11 give you some. 

Dmu I ’ll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
KxtK Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn agaia. 
Vot. L P 
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What says Maria! 

Mar, At ihe twelvemonth's end, 

1 '11 change my black gown for a faitliful friend* 

Long, 1 ’ll stay with patience j but the time is 
long. 

Mar, The liker you ; few taller are so young. 
Biron. Studies my lady ! mistress, look on me, 
Behold tlie window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 

kos. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, 
Before I saw you : and die world’s large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 

Which you on all estates will execute, 

That lie witliin the mercy of your wit : 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
f\\^ithout the which I am not to be won,) 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of Seath ? 
It cannot be j it is impossible ; 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

jRw. Why, that ’s the way to choke a gibing spirit, 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools: 

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in die tongue 
Of him that makes it : dien, if sickly ears, 

Deaf ’d witJi the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear youx idle scorns, continue then, 

And I will have you, and that fault withal j 
if they will not^ throw away that spirit^ 
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And I shaH find yon empty of that &ul<^ 

Bight joyful of your reformation. 

Biron, A twelvemonth! well, befal what will befal, 
I ’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Pfw. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I (ate my leave. 

[To the Kino. 

King. No, madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies’ courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

Kinff, Come, sir, it wants a twelremonth and a day, 
And (hen ’t will end. 

Biron. That ’s too long for a play 

Enter Abmado. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,-* 

Prin. Was not that Hector ! 

Dum. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave : I 
am a votary ; I have vow^ to Jaquenetta to hold the 
plough for her sweet love three years. But, most 
^esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue that 
the two learned men have compiled, in praise of the 
owl and the cuckoo ? it should have tbllowed in the 
end of our show. 

King. Cali them forth quickly, we will do so. 

Arm. Holla! approach. 

Enter Holopbrnes, Nathaniel, Moth, Costabd, 
a/nd ethers. 

This tide is Hiems, winter : This Ver, the spring : the 
one maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo. 
Ver, begin. 

SONG. 

I. 

SPBoro. When daisies pled, and violets blue. 

And lady-smocks all silver white, 

And cuckoo-bads of yellow hue, 

Bo paint |he meadows with delight, 
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The euckoo then* on every tree, 

Mook« married meu, for tuui linga he» 

Cuckoo; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, —0 word of fear, 

Unpleasin^ to a married car 1 

11 . 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 

And maidens bleach their summer-smocks, 

Tile cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo,— 0 word of fear, 

Unpleasiug to a married ear 1 

in. 

Winter. When icicles hanc by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom liears logs into the liall, 

And milk comes froien homo in pail, 

When blood is nipp’d, and ways be foul. 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who ; 

Tu-whit, to-vho, a merry note, 

Wiiile greasy Juan doth Keel® the pot. 

IV. 

Wlicn all aloud the wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 

And birds sit brooding in Uie snow, 

And Marian* i nose looks red and raw, 

When roosted crabs hiss in the bowl, ^ 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

7’o-who ; 

Tu-whlt, to-who, a merrv note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Arm* Tlie words of Mercury are Itarsh after tlie itmgs 
of Apollo. YoU| tliat way; we, this way. [Exrnit 
® ATcc/— skim. 


ISnti of 

Zobe'o Eabottr Eoft* 








Tnii comedy waa first printed in die folio collection 
of 1623, In the original copy the play, is divided into 
acts, but not into scenes. There are several examples 
of corruption in the text ; but, upon the whole, it is very 
accurately printed, both with regard to the metrical 
arrangement and to punctuation. 

In an early number of the ‘ Pictorial Edition’ of 
Bhakspere we expressed an opinion as to the date of 
this comedy Meres has also mentioned, amongst 
die instances of Sliabpere’s excellence for comedy, 
< Love’s Labour Won.’ This is generally believed to 
be ‘All’s Well that Ends Well;’ and probably, in 
some form or other, this was an early play.” Malone, 
in the first edition' of his ‘ Chronological Order of 
ffiiaksp^’s Plays,’ assigns the date of this comedy to 
1598, upon the authority of the passage in Meres. Ho 
lays, “ No other of our author s plays could have borne 
diat title (‘ Love's Labour Won’) with so much pro- 
priety as that before us.” This is the real argument in 
the matter ; and Coleridge, therefore, describes this play 
ai originally intended as the counterpart of ‘ Iiove’s 
Labour ’• Loii’ ” Shakir’s titles, in the judgment 
of&atjiulosopihical critic, always exhibit “ great sig- 
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nificancy," The Labour of Love wHch is Lost is BOt 
a very earnest labour. The king and his courtiers an 
fantastical lovers. They would win their mistresses by 
^bootless rhymes” and speeches penned,” and their 
most sincere declarations are thus only received as 

mocking merriment.” Wliat would naturally be the 
counterpart of such a story 1 One of passionate, en- 
during, all-pervading love, — of a love that shrinks fbm 
no difficulty, resents no unkindness, fears no disgrace 
but perseveres, under tlie most adverse circumstance^ 
to vindicate its own claims by its own energy, and to 
achieve success by tlie strength of its own will. This 
is the Labour of Love which is Won. 'Is not tliis the 
story of ^ All ’s Well that Ends Well’? 

Of die cliaracters we may say a few words. 

Mrs. Jameson quotes a |)assage from Foster s ‘Essays’ 
to explain the general idea of tlie character of Helena ; 
“ To be tremblingly alive to gentle impressions, and 
yet be able to presen'e, when the prosecution of a design 
requires it, an immoveable heart amidst even the most 
imperious causes of subduing emotion, is jierhaps not an 
impossible constitution of mind, but it is the utmost 
and rarest endowment of humanity.’* This “ constitu- 
tion of mind” has been created by Shakspere in his 
Helena, and who can doubt the truth and nature of the 
conception ? 

Bertram, like all mixed characters, whether in ^ 
drama or in real life, is a great puzzle to those who look 
without tolerance on human motives and actions. In 
a one-sided view he has no redeeming qualities. Johii^ 
son says, ** I cannot reconcile my heart to BertzM) a 
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man noble without generosity, and young witiiout 
truth j who marries Helena as a coward, and leaves her 
as a profligate ; when slie is dead by his unkindness 
imeakB home to a second marriage : is accused by a 
wwnan whom he has wronged, defends himself by false- 
hood, and is dismissed to happiness.” Wc have no 
desire to reconcile our hearts to Bertram ; all that we 
demand is, that he should not move our indignation 
beyond the jwiut in which his qualities sliall consist 
with our sympathy for Helena in her love for him. 
And in this view the ix)et, as it appears to us, has drawn 
Bertram’s character most skilfully Without liis de- 
fects the dramatic action could not have proceeded ; 
without hb merits the dramatic sentiment could not 
have been maintained. 

“ In this piece,” says Schlegel, age is exhibited to 
singular advantage ; tlie plain honesty of the King, the 
good-natured impetuosity of old Lafeu, the maternal 
indulgence of the Countess to Helena’s love of her son, 
seem all, as it were, to vie with each otlier in endea- 
vours to conquer the arrogance of the young Count,” 
The general benevolence of these characters, and their 
particular kindness towards Helena, are tlie counter- 
poises to Bertram’s pride of birth, and his disdain of 
virtue unaccompanied by adventitious distinctions. 
The love of the Countess towards Helena is habit, — that 
of the King is gratitude; in Lafeu, the admiration 
which he perseveringly holds towards her is tlie result 
of his honest sagacity. He admires what is direct and 
unpretending, and he therefore loves Helena : he ha^ 
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wbfti ai evifiTe and boastful, and be fberefore daspiies 
FaroUei* 

Parolles has many of d]« lineaments of Falstaff.^ 
We think that this opinion of Johnson ezlubits a dn* 
gukr vant of disciimination in one who relished Falsia^f 
ao hi^y. FaroUei is literally what he is described fay 
Helena 

•* I know him a notorioni liar, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward.” 

Is this crawling, empty, vapouring, cowardly rej^ 
•entative of the off-scourings of social lifi^ to be com- 
pared for a moment with the unimitable Falstaff ? The 
comparison will not bear examining with patience, and 
much less with painstaking. But Parolles in his own 
way is infinitely comic. The scene of the drum,’* 
according to a French critic, is worthy of MoliSre.” 
This is the highest praise which a Freich writer could 
bestow ; and here it is just The cbaiacter belongs to 
the school of which Moli^re is the head, rather than to 
the school of Shakspere. And what shall we say of die 
Clown! He is the “artificial fool;” and we do not 
like him, therefore, quite so much as dear Launce and 
dearer Touchstone. To the Fool in ^ licar ’ he can no 
more be compared than Parolles to Falstaff. But he 
(s, nevertheless, great— something that no other artist 
but Shakspere could have produced. Our poet has 
used him as a vehicle for solhe biting satire. Ihere 
can be no doubt that he is “a witty fool,” “a shrewd 
knaves and an unhappy.” 
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SCENE~In France and in Tuscany, 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WEIX, 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Rousillon. A Room in the Countew’^ 
Palace. 

Enter Bertram, tJ^e Countess ov Rousiixon, He- 
lena, and Lafku, in mourning. 

Count. In delivering my son from me, I bury a se- 
cond husband. 

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my father’s 
deatli anew ; but I must attend his majesty’s com- 
mand, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in sub- 
jection. 

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband, madam ; 
—you, sir, a father ; He tliat so generally is at all times 
good, must of necessity hold his virtue to you ; whose 
worthiness would stir it up where it wanted, ratiier tlum 
lack it where there is such abundance. 

Count What hope is there of his majesty’s amend- 
ment? 

Ijif. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam ; 
under whose practices he hath persecuted time with 
hope, and finds no other advantage in the process but 
only die losing of hope by time. 

Cowit This young gentlewoman had a father, (0, 
ihaXbad! how sad a passage • ’tis!) whose skill was 
almost as great as his honesty ; had it stretched so fur, 
wotdd^ have made nature immortal, and death Should 
• Pasta^<~what passes^ would. 
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have play for lack of work. Would, fiff the king’s 
take, he were living ! I think it would be the death of 
the king's disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you speak of, madam t 

Count He was famous, sir, in his proftsssion, and it 
was his great right to be so : Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf, He was excellent^ indeed, madam; the king 
very kteljr spoke of him admiringly and moumingly : 
he was skilfiu enough to have lived stiU, if knowledge 
could be set up against mortality. 

Ber, What is it^ my good lord, the king languishes off 

Laf. A fistula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. — Was this gen- 
tlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbonf 

Count. His sole child, my lord ; and bequeathed to 
my overlooking. I have tose hop^ of her that 
her education promises : her dispositions she inherits, 
which make tair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind 
carries virtuous qualities, there commendations go with 
pity, — they are virtues and traitors too : in her they arc 
the better for their simpleness ; she derives her honesty, 
and achieves her goodi^. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from lier tears. 

Count. 'T is the best brine a maiden can season her 
paaise in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart but the tyranny of her sorrows takes 
all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, He- 
lena — go to, no more ; lest it be rather thought you 
affect a sorrow, than to have. 

^ Mel I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have it too. 

Zcf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead ; 
excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Mel If the living be enemy to the grief, the excess 
makes it soon mortal. 

B^. Madam, I desire your holy wishes* 

How understand we ihatl 
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Oamt* Be thou bWd, Bertram! and gucceed thy 
fatlier" 

In maimers, as in shape I thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright I Love all, trust a few, 

Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key : be check’d for silence, 

But never tax’d for speech. What Heaven more will, 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head I FarewelL^My lord, 

’T is an unseasun’d courtier j good my lord, 

Advise him. 

Laf, He cannot want the best 
That sliall attend his love. 

Count Heavm bless him! — Farewell, Bertram. [Exit 

Ber. The best wishes that can be forged in your 
tiioughts [to Helena] be servants to you ! Be comfort- 
able to my mother, your mistress, and make much of her. 

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady; You must hold the 
credit of your father. [Exeunt Bsrtrah and Laveu. 

EeL 0, were that all ! — I think not on my father ; 
And these great tears race his remembrance more 
Than those I shed for him.* What was he like t 
1 have forgot him ; my imagination 
Catties no favour in ’t but Bertram’s. 

I am undone ; there is no living, none. 

If Bertram be away. It were all one 
That I should love a bright particular star, 

And think to wed it, be is so above me ; 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in bis sphere. 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itself : 

The hind that would be mated by the lion 

• The *' great teats " which the departure of Bertram oftwes 
her toahed, being imputed to her grief for her father, grace his 
remembrance more than those which slie really shed for Mm* 



m ALL *8 WELL TUAT ENDS WELL* L 

ICmt die for love. ’T was pretty, though a plague, 

To see him every hour j to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

In our heart’s table ;* heart too capable 
Of every line and trick ^ of his sweet favour :® 

But now he ’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relics. Who comes here ? 

£nler Parollbs. 

One that goes with him ; I love him for liis sake j 
And yet I know him a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtue's steely bones 
Iiook bleak i’ the cold wind : withal, full oft we see 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Par. Save you, fair queen. 

JSeL And you, monarch.^ 

Par. No. 

Eel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

Eel. Ay. You have some stain ® of soldier in you 5 
let me ask you a question ; Man is enemy to virginity j 
liow may we barricado it against him ? 

Par. Keep him out. 

EeU But ne assails ; and our virginity, tliough valiant 
in the defence, yet is weak : unfold to us some warlike 
resistance. 

Par. There is none : man, sitting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blow you up. 

* TaUe^i\ie tabular ■urfaee, tablet, upon which a picture Is 
painted, and thence used for the picture itself. 

ZVtcA— peculiarity. 

* Patwiir~couBtenaQoe. 

* Uonareh. A sarcastic allusion to the Monarch already 
nodoed in * Ixive's Labour *• Lost.* 

* ^ofa^incture ; you have some slight mark of the soldiw 
kbootyou. 



Sown 1] All ’S WELL THAT EKD8 WELL* 257 

Bel Blew our poor virginity from nndennmen and 
blowers up ! — Is mere no military policy how virgins 
might blow up men ? ^ 

Par. Virginity, being blown down, man will quick- 
Hct be bbwn up : marry, in blowing him down again, 
wi& the breach yourselves made, you lose your city. 
It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to pre- 
serve virginity. Loss of virginity is rational increase ; 
and &ere was never virgin got till virginity was first 
lost. That you were made of is metal to make virgins. 
Virginity, by being once lost, may be ten times found; 
by being ever kept, it is ever lost : ’t is too cold a com- 
panion ; away with ’t. 

Bel. I will stand for ’t a little, though tlierefore I die 
a virgin. 

Par. There ’s little can be said in ’t ; ’t is against 
tlie rule of nature. To speak on the part of virginity is 
to accuse your mothers ; which is most infallible dis- 
obedience. He that hangs liimself is a virgin : virginity 
murthers itself ; and should be buried in highways, out 
of all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress against 
nature. Virginity breeds mite% much like a cheese; 
consumes itself to the very paring, and so dies with 
feeding his own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, 
proud, idle, made of self-love, which is the most inhi- 
bited sin in the canon. Keep it not ; you cannot choose 
but lose by ’t : Out with : withm ten year it will 
make itself two, which is a goodly increase ; and the 
principal itself not much the worse : Away with ’t. 

Bel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her own 
liking? 

Par* Let me see : Marry, ill, to like him that ne’ejr 
it likes, ’T is a commodity will lose the gloss with 
lying ; the longer kept the less worth ; off with \ while 
’t is v^idible : answer the time of request. Virginity, 
like an old courtier, wears her cap out of iashion; 
richly suited, but unsuitable : just like the brooch and 

you h Q 
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the tootb^ck^ which wear not now : Toxur date ii better 
in your pie and your porrid^ than in your cbeA : And 
your virginity, your old virginity, is like (me of our 
French withered pears ; it looks ill, it eats drily j marry, 
’t is a withered pear ; it was formerly better ; marry, 
yet, ’t is a withei^ pear: Will you anything with itf 
Sel. Not my virginity yet 
There, shall your master have a thousand loves, 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 

A phoMiix, captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear \ 

His humble ambition, proud humility, 

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet, 

His faith, his sweet disaster : with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptious diristendoms, 

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he — 

I know not what he dmll : — God send him well I— 


The court ’s a learning-place and he is one— 
Par. What one, i’ faitli f 
EeL That I wi^ well. — T is pity— 

Par. What’s pity? 

Eel That wishing well had not a body in ’t, 
Which might be felt : that we, the poorer bom, 
Whose basCT stars do shut us up in wishes, 

Might with efikcts of them follow our friends, 

And show what we alone must think ; which never 
Returns us thanks. 


iSnter a Paob. 


Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for yom[PartL 
^ Far. Little Elelen, farewell : if 1 can remember thee^ 
I will think of thee at court 
Eel. Monsieur Parollei^ you were bom under a 
ritable star. 

Par. Under Mart, L 

1 especially think, under Mars. 
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PflT. Why under Mars f 

Bel The wars have so kept you under, that you must 
needs be bom under Mars. 

Poff. When he was predominaiit* 

Bel, When he was retrograde, 1 think, rather. 

Par, Why think you so f 

Bel You go so much backward when you 

Par. That s for advantage. 

Bel So is running away, when fear proposes the 
safety : But the composition that your valour and fear 
makes in you is a virtue of a good wing, and I like ie 
wear well. 

Par. I am so ftill of businesses I cannot answer thee 
acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the which, 
my instruction shall serve to naturalise thee, so thou 
wilt be capable of a courtier^s counsel, and understand 
what advice shall thrust upon thee j else thou diest in 
thine unthankfulness, and thine ignorance makes thee 
away: farewell. When thou hast leisure, saj thy 
^Buyers ; when thou hast none, remember thy fnendj : 
get thee a good husband, and use him as he uses thee: 
BO farewell. [Exit 

Bel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie, 

Which we ascribe to Heaven ; tlie fated sky 
Gives us free scope ; only, doth backward pull 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 

What power is it which mounts my love so high 
That makes me see, and cannot fe^ mine eye? 

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. 

Impossible be strange attempts to those 
That weigh their pains in sense; and do suppose 
What hafii been cannot be : Wlio ever strove 
To show her merit that did miss her love ? 

The king’s disease— ray project may deceive me, 

But my intents are fix’d, and will not leave me. \Exit, 
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SCENE IL— Paris. A Room in the King^s Rcdaco. 

Flovrish of comets. Enter the Kino of Fhanci^ 
with letters ; Lords and others attending,^ 

King, The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears ; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 Ixird, So ’t is rc^xnded, sir. 

^ng. Nay, ’t is most credible ; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 

With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 
Prdudicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord, His love and wisdom, 

Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead 

For amplest credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our answer, 

And Florence is denied before he comes j 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have tliey leave 
To stand on either part. 

2 Ldrd, It well may serve 

A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 
For breathing and exploit. 

King, What ’s he comes heret 

Enter Behtram, Lafbu, and Parollbs. 

I Lord, It is the count Rousillon, my good hml, 
Young Bertram. 

King, Youth, tliou bear’st thy father’s tace^ 

Frank Nature, rather curious than in llaste, 
fiath well compos’d tliee. Thy father’s moral parts 
Mayst thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris. 

Ber, My thanks and duty are your majesty’s. 

King, I would I had that corporal soundness now* 
As when thy father and myself, m friend^P, 
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First tried our soldiership ! He did look far 
Into toe service of toe time, and was 
Discipled of toe bravest : he lasted long ; 

But on us both did haggish steal on, 

And wore us out of act It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well ob^ve 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest 
Till &ir own scorn return to them unnoted, 

Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness j if they were, 

His equal had awak’d them ; and his honour, 

Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at tliis time, 

His tongue obey’d his hand : * who were below him 
He us’d as creatures of another place ; 

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 

Making them proud of his humility. 

In their poor praise he humbled ; Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times ; 

Which, followu well, would demonstrate them now 
But goers backward. 

Ber, His good remembrance, sir, 

Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb; 

So in approof lives not his epitaph, 

As in your royal speech. 

Kinff, ’Would I were with him ! He would always 

. “y* . 

Rethinks I hear him now : his plausive words 
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted toem, 

To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not live,”— — 
This his good melancholy oft began, 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime, 

• The metaphor of a ** clock ” is continued ; his tongue, In 
speaking what *' exception *’ bade him , obeyed the bund of 
hoaonr’s clock— band being put for ttt hand. 
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Wlien it was out,—" liCt me not live,” quoth he, 

" After my flame lacks oil, to be the snun 
Of younger spirits, whose apprchenaive semes 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments aw 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whose constancies 
Expire before their fashions — This he wish’d : 

I, after him, do after him wish too. 

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 

I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 

To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord, You are lov’d, sir ; 

They that least lend it you shall lack you first. 

King. I fill a place, I know ’t — How long is ’t, count, 
Since the physician at your father’s died ? 

He was much fam’d. 

Be)', Some six months since, my lord. 

King. If he were living I would try him yet 
Lend me an arm ; — the rest have worn me out 
With several applications : — nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count ; 

My son ’s no dearer. 

Ber, ‘ Thank your majesty. 

[Exeunt. Flourish. 

SCENE III. — Rousillon. A Room in the Countesses 
Palace, 

Enter Countess, Steward^ and Clown/ 

Count, I will now hear : what say you of this gentle- 
woman? 

Stew, Madam, the care I have had to even your con- 
tent, I wish might be found in the calendar ot my past 
endeavours : for then we wound our modesty, and make 
foul the clearness of our deservings, when of oursdlvefi 
we publish them. 

^ Count. What does this knave here ? Get you gone, 
sirrah : The complaints 1 have heard of you I do not 
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tQl believe j 't is my alown^ tliat I do not ; for I know 
you lack not lolly to commit diem, and have ability 
enough to make such knaveries yours. 

CU>, T is not unknown to you, madam, I am a poor 
fellow. 

CoMwl. Well, sir. 

Cfo. No, madam, ’t is not so well that I am poor; 
though many of the rich are damned : But, if I may 
have your ladyship’s good-will to go to the world, Isbel 
the woman and I will do as we may. 

Count Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

Clo. I do beg your good-^will in Ihis case. 

C(Mnt In what case ? 

Ch. In Isbel’s case and mine own. Service is jao 
heritage : and I think I shall never have tlie blessing of 
Gkxl, till I have issue o’ my body ; for, they say, bames 
are blessings. 

Count Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry. 

do. My poor body, madam, requires it : I am driven 
on by the flesh j and he must needs go that the devil 
drives. 

Couni, Is this all your worship’s reason ? 

Clo, Faith, madam, I have omer holy reasons, such 
as they are. 

Count May the world know them? 

Clo, I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as you 
and all^flesh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do marry 
that I may repent. 

Count Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness, 

Clo, I am out o’ friends, madam ; and I hoi)e to have 
friends for my wife’s sake. 

Cownf. Such friends are tJiine enemies, hnave. 

Ch, You ’re shallow, madam, in great friends ; for 
the knaves come to do that for me wliich I am a-weary 
of* He that ears my land spares my team, and gives 

leave to in the crop : If l be his cuckold, he ’s my 
drudge ; He that comforts my wife is the cherisher of 
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my and Llood; he that cheri^et my Sesh at)d 
blood loves my flesh and blood j he that loves my flesh 
and blood is my ^end ; er^o, he that kisses my wife it 
my ftiend. If men could be contented to be what they 
are^ there were no fear in marriage : for yoimg Charbon 
the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, howsome’er 
their hearts are severed in religion, their heads are both 
one, — they may jowl horns together, like any deer i’ the 
herd. 

Count Wilt thou ever be a foul-moutli’d and calum- 
nious knave ? 

Clo. A prophet I, madam ; and I speak the truth the 
next way : “ 

^ For I the ballad will repeat, 

Which men full true shall find } 

Your marriage comes by destiny, 

Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

Count Get you gone, sir j 1 11 talk with you more 
anon. 

Steto. May it please you, madam, that he hid Helen 
come to you j of her 1 am to speak. 

Count Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman 1 would speak 
with her ; Helen 1 mean. 

Clo, Was this fair face tlie cause, nuoth she. [Singing, 
Why the Grecians sacked Troy 
Fond done, done fond. 

Was this kln^ Priam’s joy ? 

With that she sighed as she stood, 

With that she sighed as she stood, ^ 

^nd gave this sentence then ; 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

There’s yet one good in ten. 

Count, What^ cme good in ten? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 

Cio* One good woman in ten, madam, wliich is a 

* TAesert way— the nearest way. 

^ The mention of Helen is associated in the mind of flio 
Clown with some poimlnr bnliad on the war of Troy. 
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pMfViiig o’ tlie long : ’Would God would serve tlie 
world so all the year! we ’d find no fault with tlie tithe 
woman, if I were the ^wuson : One in ten, quoth a’ I an 
we might have a good woman bom but for every blazing 
star, or at an earthquake, ’t would mend the lottery well ; 
a man may draw his heart out, ere a pluck one. 

Couiit. You ’ll be gone, sir knave^ and do as I com- 
imnd you ! 

Clo, That man should be at woman’s command, 
and yet no hurt done ! — ^Though honesty be no puritan, 
yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear the surplice of hu- 
mility over the black gown of a big heart.—! am ping, 
forsooth; the business is for Helen to come hither. [^Exit 

Count Well, now. 

Steio. I know, madam, you love your gentlewoman 
entirely. 

Count Faith, I do: her father bequeathed her to 
me ; and she herself, without other advantage, may law- 
fully make title to as much love as she finds : there ii 
more owing her than is paid ; and more shall be ^laid 
her than she ’ll demand. 

SteuJ, Madam, I was very late more near her than, I 
think, she wished me : alone she was, and did commu- 
nicate to herself her own words to her own ears ; she 
thought, I dare vow for her, they touched not any 
stranger sense. Her matter was, she loved your son : 
Fortune, she said, was no goddess, that had put such 
difference betwixt their two estates ; Love, no pd, tliat 
would not extend his might only where qualities were 
level: Diana, no queen of virgins, that would suffer her 
poor oig^t to be surjffised, without rescue in the first 
assault, or ransom afterward : This she delivered in the 
most bitter touch of sorrow that e'er I heard virgin ex- 
claim in : which 1 held my duty, speedily to acquaint 
you withal ; sithence, in tiie loss that may happen, it 
cemcetns you something to know it. 

Count* You have discharged this honestly; keep it 
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to yourself: many likelihoods informed me of this be- 
fore, which hung so tottering in the balance, that I 
could neither believe nor misdoubt : Pray you, leave 
me ; stall this in your bosom, and 1 thank you for your 
honest core : I will speak widi you forther anon. 

[ Exit Steward* 

Eiiier Helena. 

ComU. Even so it was with me when I was young s 
If ever we are nature’s, these are ours ; this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong : 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is bom ; 

It is the show and seal of nature’s truth, 

Where loie’s strong passion is impress’d in youth : 

By our remembrances of days foregone, 

Such were our faults; — or dien we thought them 
none. 

Her eye is sick on ’t ; I observe her now. 

Hel, What is your pleasure, madam 1 
Count, You know, Helen, I am a mother to you. 
Eel, Mine honourable mistress. 

Count, Nay, a mother ; 

Why not a mother 1 When I said, a mother, 
Methought you saw a serpent : What ’s in mother 
That you start at it I say, I am your mother j 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
That were enwombed mine : ’T is often seen, 

Adoption strives with nature ; and choice breeds 
A n^ve slip to us from foreign seeds ; 

You ne’er oppr^a’d me witli a mothet’s groan, 

Yet I express to you a mother’s care : — 

God*8 mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood 
To say, I am tby mother f What ’s the matter, 

That this distemper’d messenger of wet, 

The many-colour’d Iris, rounds thine eye I 
Why f— that you are my daughter! 

Eel, That I am not* 
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Count I say, I am youi mother. 
jffel Pardon, madam ; 

The count Rousillon cannot be my brother : 

I am from humble, he from honour’d name ; 

No note upon my parents, his all noble : 

My master, my dear lord he is : and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die : 

He must not be my brother. 

Count Nor I your mother? 

Bet You are my mother, madam. (Would yon 
were, 

So that my lord, your son, were not my brother.) 
Indeed, my mother I — (Or were you botliour mothers, 

I care no more for tlian I do for heaven, 

So I were not his sister.) Can ’t be otlier 
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother ? 

Count Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in- 
law : 

God shield, you mean it not! daughter, and motlier,’ 
So strive ujwn your pulse : What, pale again? 

My fear hath catch’d your fondness : Now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt t^rs’ head. Now to all sense ’t is gross. 
You love my son ; invention is asham’d. 

Against the proclamation of thy passion. 

To say thou dost not ; therefore tell me true ; 

But tell me then, ’t is so ; — for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, th’ one to th’ other ; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviour^ 

That in their kind they speak it : only sin 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue. 

That truth should be suspected : Speak, is ’t bo ? 

If it be so, you have wound a goodly olue j 
If it be not, forswear ’t : howe’er, I charge thee, 

As Heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 

To teU me truly. 

Bel Good madam, pardon me. 
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Cmmt, Do you love my wn ? 

Your pardon, noble mwt»M I 
Count Love you my «on f 
BeZ. Do not you love him, madam ! 

Count Go not about ; my love hath in a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note ; come, come, disclose 
Tfe state of your afiection ; for your passions 
Have to the full appeachM. 

Hel Then, I confess, 

Here on my knee, before high Heaven and you, 

That before you, and next unto high Heaven, 

1 love your son ; — 

My friends were poor but honest ; so *8 my love ; 

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him 
That he is lov’d of me ; I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit j 
Nor would I have him, till 1 do deserve him ; 

Yet never know how that desert should be. 

I know I love in vain, strive against hope ; 

Yet, in this captious and intenible® sieve, 

I still pour in the waters of my love, 

And lack not to lose still ; thus, Indian-like, 

Religious in mine error, I adore 
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 

Bui knows of him no more. My dearest madam, 

Let not your hate encounter with my love, 

For loving where you do ; but, if yourself, 

Whose a^ honour cites a virtuous youth, 

Did ever, in so true a flame of liking, 

Wlrii chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love; 0 then, give pity 
To ^r, whose state is such, that cannot chooso 
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose ; 

That seeks not to ^d that her search implies, 

Bu^ riddls-like, lives sweetly where she mes. 

« Captim and eapabto of reoelvlng (tsktngh hot 

tK>taf ictoiuiiig* 



Sma HIJ iJJU ’S WELL THAT ENDS WE^U 260 

Catmt Had you niot lately an intent, sTjeak truly. 
To go to Paris! ^ 

Eel, Madam, I had. 

Count, ^ ^ Wherefore ! tell true. 

EeL I will tell truth ; by grace itself, I swear. 

You know my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effects, such as nis reading, 

And manifest experience, had collected 
For general sovereignty ; and that he will’d me 
In heedfullest reservation to bestow them, 

As notes, whose faculties inclusive were, 

More than they were in note ; amongst the rest. 

There is a rem^y, approv’d, set down, 

To cure the desperate languishings whereof 
The king is render’d lost 

Count, This was your motive for Paris, was it! 
speak. 

Eel. My lord your son made me to think of this 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 

Had, from the conversation of my thoughts. 

Haply, been absent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 

He would receive it ! He and his physicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him, 

They, that they cannot help : How shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, \*men the schools, 

Embowell’d of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itself! 

Eel There ’s sometliing hints. 

More than my father’s skill, which was the greatest 

Of hii profession, that his good receipt 

Shall, lor my legacy, be sanctified 

By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your honour 

But give me leave to try success, I ’d venture 

The well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure, 

By such a day and hour. 



iTo m’smLmTBNiwmu ymt 

ComL Dosttisoabelkre^tt 

Eel kjy madam, knowingly. 

Coxmi* Why, Heleoi thou i^t bare my lea?« and 
love^ 

Means, and attendants, and mv loving greetingi 
To tboM of mine in court ; I *11 stay at borne, 

And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt ; 

Be gone t(Hnorrow j and be sure of this, 

What I can help thee to thou shalt not miia, [£a?€tmt. 
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ACTIL 

SCENE I.— Paris. A Room in the King’s PoAwss. 

Flourish* Entei' King, with yomg Lords, taking 
^eG!)e^<?r<AsFl(»entme mr; Bertram, Paroixes, 
and Attiqndants. 

King. Farewell, young lord, these warlike principles 
Do not throw from you:— -and you, my lord, 
well 

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all, 

The gift doth stretch itself as ’t is receiv’d, 

And is enough for both. 

1 Lord. It is our hope, rir. 

After well enter’d soldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart ' 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords ; 
Whether I live or die, be you the sons ‘ 

Of worthy Frenchmen ; let higher Italy 
(Those ’bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monarchy) see, that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when 
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek, 

That fame may cry you loud": I say, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your 

majesty ! 

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them ; 

They say o’lr French lack lan^age to deny, 

If they demand ; beware of being captives, 

Belbre you serve. 

Both. Our bearta receive your warnings. 

King. Farewell. — Come hither to me. 

[The King retires to a couch. 
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Lord. O m; tweet lord, that you will ttay fadiiiid 

/ ua ! 

, Vnr. T? is not hia fault ; the spark— 

' 2 Lord. 0, ’t is brave wars ! 

Par. Most admirable ; I bkve seen those wan. 

Ber, I am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 

** Too young,” and “ the next year,” and “ ’t is too 
early.” 

Par. An thy mind stand to ’t, boy, steal away 
bravely. 

^Ber. I shall stay here the forehorse to a smock, 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no sword worn 

But one to dance with !• By Heaven, I ’ll steal away. 

1 Lord. There ’s honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it, count 

2 Lord. I am your accessary ; and so farewell. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured body, 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet monsieur Parolles ! 

Par. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are kin. 
Qood^ sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals ; — ^You 
shall find in the regimoit of the S^nnii one captain 
Sjmrio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on 
liia sinister cheek ; it was this very sword entrenched 
it : say to him, I live ; and observe his rejxrrta for me. 

2 Lord, We shall, noble captain. 

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices ! [ExewU 
Lords.] What will you do f 

Ber. Stay j the king — [Seeing him riee^ 

Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble 
lords ; you have restrained yourself within the list of 
ioo cola an adieu ; be more expressive to them ; for 
they wear themselves in the cap of the time ; tlrerc^ do 
muster true gait, eat, speak, and move under the in- 
fiuence of the most received star; and though the devil 

* Tlie sword of fashion— the dress-tword as we still call it. 
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lead tb« meastiT^ such are to be followed : after them, 
and take a more dilated farewell. 

3er. And I will do so. 

Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most 
sinewy swordmen. [JBxemf Bertram arid Paroluss. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Xa/*. Pardon, my lord, [kneelm^] for me and for 
ray tidings. 

Kmff. 1 11 see thee to stand up. 

Then here ’s a man stands that has brought lus 
pardon. 

I would you had kneeVd, my lord, to ask me mercy, 
And that, at my bidding, you could so stand up. 

Ktn^. I would I had ; so 1 had broke thy pate, 

And ask’d thee mercy for ’t. 

La/. Good faith, across : But, my good lord, 1 is thus; 
Will you be cur’d of your infirmity t 
iKwy. No. 

Lc/. 0, will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ? 

Yes, but you will my noble grapes, an if 
My royal fox could reach them ; I have seen a 
medicine. 

That ’s able to breathe life into a stone ; 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary, 

With sprightly fire and motion ; whose simjde touch 
Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay, 

To give great Charlemain a pen in ’s hand 
And write to her a love-line. 

What her is this ? 

La/ Why, doctor she ; My lord, there ’s one arriv’d, 
If you will see her : — Now, by my faith and honour, 
If feriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke 
Wi^ <me, that, in her sex, her years, profession,* 
Wisdom, and cxmstancy, hath amax’d me more 
♦ ?r^<»ii(»--decliurstlon of purpose. 
roL. X. B 
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TtuLU I dare blwne my weatow : Will yonmhm 

S or that it her ^demand) azid know her htiiinoii f 
lat done,' laugh well at me. 

King, Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine, 

By wondering how thou took’st it 
Laf. Nay, I ’ll fit you, 

And no( be all day neither. {Exit 

King, Thus he his special nothing ever prologues, 

Kc'enter Lafeu, with Helena. 

Laf, Nay, come your ways. 

King, This haste hath wings indeed. 

Laf Nay, come your ways ; 

This is his majesty, say your mind to him ; 

A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 
His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid’s uncle, 

That dwe leave two together : fare you well. [Exit 
King, Now, fair one, does your bminea follow ui ? 
Eel, Ay, my good lord. 

Gerard de Narbcrn was my father, 

In what he did profess well found. 

King, I knew him. 

Eel The rather will I spare my praises towards him } 
Knowing him is enough. On his oed of death 




Which, as me dearest issue of his practice, 

And of his eld experience tl»e only darlings 
He bad me store up, as a triple eye, 

Safer ffian mine own two, more dear $ I hare so i 
And, hearing vaur high majesty is touch’d 
With that x^ignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power, 

I come to tender it, and my appliance, 

With all bound humbleness. 

King, We thank you, maiden ; 
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But may loot be so credtiloiis of cure, 

When our most learned doctors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ransom Nature 
From her inaidable estate, — I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hop^ 

To prostitute our past-cure mal^y 
To empirics; or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit, to esteem 
A senseless help, when help past sense we deem. 

Eel My duty then shall pay me for my paint : 

I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 

HumWy entreating from your royal moughts 
A modest one, to heax me back agam. 

King, 1 cannot give thee less to be call'd grateful : 
Thou ffiought’it to help me ; and such thanks I giv^ 
As one near death to those ^t wish him live : 

But what at full I know thou know'st no part ; 

1 knowi^ all my peril, thou no art 
Hel Wliat I can do can do no hurt to try, 

Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy ; 

He that of greatest works is finisher 
OfL does them by the weakest minister : 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown, 

When jud^ have been babes. Great floods have flown 
Fnnn simjue sources ; and great seas have dried, 

When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 

Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where most ft promises ; and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldest, and despair most shifts. 

ESng, 1 must not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind 
maid ; 

Thy pains, not us’d, must by thyse^ be paid : 
prefers not took reap thanks for theft reward. 

Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d ; 

It ii not 80 wifh Him ibat all things knows, 

As ’t if with us that square our guess by showsa 
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But most it is prawmption in us, when 
Hie help of Heaven we count the act of men. 

Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent : 

Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment 
1 am not an impostor, that profClaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim ; 

But know I think, and think I know most sure, 

My art is not past power, nor you cure. 

Kinff. Art thou so confident 1 Within what space 
Honest thou my cure ? 

Hel The greatest grace lending grace, 

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ; 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepj lamp ; 

Or four-aau-twenty times the pilot’s glass 
Hadi told the thievish minutes how tney pass ; 

What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly. 

Health shall live free, and sickness freely die. 

Kinsf. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 

What dar’st thou venture f 
Eel. Tax of impudence,— 

A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged ^me, — 

Traduc’a by odious ballads ; my maiden’s name 
Sear’d othenvise j no worse of worst extended, 

With vilest torture let my life be ended. 

Mefiiinks, in thee some blessed spirit doth 
crpc&)c|^ 

His powerml sound within an organ weak : 

And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense, sense saves anotirer way. 

Thy life is dear ; for all tliat life can rate 
Worth name of life in thee hath estimate*; 

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, all 
That ^ppineis and prime can happy call ; 

Thou m$ to hazard, needs must intimate 
SUB infinity or monstrous desperate. 
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practi$«r, thy physic I will try, 

That mmiiters. thine own death, if 1 die. 

Het If I break time, or flinch in properly 
Of what I spoke, tmpitied let me die ; 

And well deserv’d : Not helping, death ’s my fee ; 

But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 

JSmg. Make thy demand. 

EM. But will you make it even f 

JSsny. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of heaven. 
Eel Th^ shalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France 

K ow and humble name to propagate 
any branch or image of thy state : 

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
Is flee for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

King. Here is my hand ; tlie premises obsen'M, 

Thy will by my performance sliall be serv’d ; 

So make the choice of thy own time, for I, 

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must, 

Though more to know could not be more to trust ; 
--From whence thou cam’st^ how tended on, — But rest 
Unqueition’d welcome, and undoubted bleas’d.— 

Give me some help here, hoa !— If thou proceed 
As high as word, my de^ slmll match thy deed. 

[Flmrish. Exeunt 

SCENE II.— Rousillon. A Room in the Countess’s 
Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Cemt Come on, sir ; I shall now put you to the 
height oi your breeding. 

Glo. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly taught: 
I know my business is but to the court 
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Count To <lie courts why, what place malce yw 
jpecial, when you put off that with aucb oootenii^ 
But to the court f 

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he may easily put it off at court : ho that 
cannot make a leg, put onH cap, kiss his hand, and say 
nothing, has neither leg, band^ lip, nor cap ; and, in* 
deed, such a fellow, to say precisely, were not for the 
court : but for me, I have an answer will serve all men. 

Count Marry, that ^s a bountiful answer that fits all 
questions. 

Clo, It is like a barber’s chair, that fits all buttocb ; 
the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, 
or any buttock. 

Count ^Will your answer serve fit to all questions! 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, 
as your French crown for your taffata Tmnk, as Tib’t 
rush for Tom’s forefinger, as a pancake for Shrove- 
Tuesday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to his holei, 
the cuckold to his horn, as a scolding quean to a 
wrangling knave, as the nun’s lip to the friar’s mouth } 
nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

Count Have you, I say, an answ^ of such fitness 
for all questions ! 

Clo. From below your duke to beneath your constable^ 
it will fit any question. 

It roust be an answer of most monstrous tiie 
that must fit all demands. ^ 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
should speak truth of it : here it is, and all that behmgs 
to ’t : ask me if 1 am a courtier : it shall do you no 
harm to learm 

Cotmf. To be yot:^ again, if we could, I will be a 
fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your answer 
—iyiray you, sir, are you a courtier! 

CU. 0 Lord, sir, ^Ihere ’s a simple puttcBg off | 

--more, mor^ a Jumdred of them. 
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C<mt, Siri 1 am a poor Mend of yours, that brea 
youi 

Oh. 0 Lord, sir,— Thick, thick, sp^ not me. 

Comt, I think, sir, you can eat none of this homely 
meat. 

CIq. 0 Lord, sir, — Nay, put me to % I warrant you. 

Count, You were lately whipped, sir, as I think* 

Ch, 0 Lord, air, — Spare not me. 

Cownt, Do you cry, “ 0 Lord, sir,” at your whipping, 
and ** spare not me ’1 Indeed, your “ 6 Lord, sir,” is 
very sequent to your whipping ; you would answer very 
weu to a whipping, if you were but bound to 

Ch, I ne’er had worse luck in my life in my—** 0 
Lord, sir I see things may serve long, but not serve 
ever. 

Count I play the noble housewife with the time^ 

To entertain it so merrily with a fool 

Ch, 0 Lord, sir, — Why, there ’t serves well again. 

Comt An end, sir ; To your business ; Give Helen 
this, 

And urge her to a present answer back t 
Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son ; 

This is not much. 

Ch* Not much commendation to them. 

Count Not much employment for you ; You undeN 
stand me? 

Ch, Most fruitfully ; I am there before my legs. 

Count, Haste you again. \Exeunt semxtUy. 

SCENE III.— Paris. . A Room in the King’s Pahce. 

Enter Bertram, Ljlpeu, and Parolles* 

They say, miracles are past; and we have our 
plubsQphical persons, to make modem and Ikmilic^ 

• 'Rie now vulrtr expressioa/'O Lord, lir ” was for a long 
time the ikshionaole phraee, ai^ has been ridiculodhy o^r 
writers. The whi|)piiig of a draiestio fool was not an itneom* 
man oQOorreooe* ^ ^ 
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make txi&es of Perron ; ensconcmg ounelyei into se«Q^ 
ing knowledge, when we shoold lubmit ourselves to an 
irnknowii lear. 

Par. Why, ’t is the rarest argument of wonder &at 
hath shot out in our latter times* 

Ber, And so ’t is. 

Laf* To be relinquish’d of the artists,— 

Par, So I Say ; both of Galen and Paracelsus* 

Lt^, Of all the learned and authentic fellows,— 
Par Right, so I say* 

Laf, That gave him out incurable, — 

J’or. Why, there ’t is ; so say I too. 

Ijaf, Not to be helped, — 

Par, Right : as ’t were a man assured of a — 

Laf, Uncertain life, and iurc death. 

Par, Just, you say well ; so would I have said. 

Lf\f. I may truly say, it is a novelty to tlie world* 
Par, It is inde^ : if you will have it in showing, 
yon shall read it in, — What do you call there?* 

Lafi A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 
actor. 

Par. That s it : I woiJd^ve said the very same. 
Laf. Why, your dolphin isisajlustier : ’fore me I 
speak in respect— 

Par, Nay, ’t is strange, ’t is very 8tmh|(i»^^t is the 
lirief and the tedious of it ; and he ’s of am&^faci- 
imtous spirit that will not acknowledge it to be 
Laf. Very hand of Heaven. 

Par, Ay, so I say. 

Laf. In a most weak — 

Par* And debile minister, great power, great tran- 
scendence : which should, indc^ give us a ibrther use 
to be made, than alone the recovay of the king, asto beM-. 
Xq/*. .Generally thankful. 


^ yw wil eqnivalfnt to What d’ ye 
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KtKO| Helbka, and Attendant!* 

Pat. I wonld have said It ; you say well. Here 
comi^ ^ king* 

Laf. Lustidc,* as the l>utcbman says ; I *11 like a 
mid the better whilst 1 have a tooth in my head : 
Why^ he *8 ^le to lead her a coranto. 

Par. Mort du Vimigral Is not this Helen? 

Laf. *Fore God, I think so. 
jEwy. Go, call before me all the lords in court.— 
[Exit an Attendant. 
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient’s side ; 

And with this healthful hand, whose banish'd sense 
Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive 
The confirmation of my promis’d gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye : this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 

O’er whom both sovereign power and father’s voice 
I have to use : thy frank election make ; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake. 

Eel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mistress 
Fall, when love please — marry to each — but one.** 

Lcf. 1 ’d give bay Curtal, and his furniture, 

My mouth no more were broken than these boys’. 

And writ as little beard. 

King, Peruse them well : 

Not one of tliose but had a noble father. 

Hek Gentlemen, 

Heaven hath, through me, restor’d tlie king to liealth. 
AU, We understand it, and thank Heaven for you* 
Hfl X am a simple maid ; and therein wealtliiesb 
Thal^ X protest X simply am a maid 

» LusHck it, properly, gamesome. Lafea met it to express 
the Klog’i renewed vigour, 

^ But ene»— except one. 
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Fl«ofle it yw xni||«8ty, I have done alit&dy i 
Tlje bluahes in my cheeka thne whiaper me, — 

We blush, that thou shouldst choose j but^ be reftii'd^ 

^ Let the white death * sit on thy cheek for everj 
We ’ll ne’er come there again.” 

KiTig, Make choice ; and, me^ 

Who shuns thy Iqre shuns all his love in me. 

Hel, Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly ; 

And to imperial Love, that ^ most high, 

Do my sighs stream.— ^ir, will you hear my suit f 

1 Lord, And grant it 

Hel, Thanks, six; all the rest is mute. 

Laf, I had rather be in this choice than tibrow ames- 
ace for my life. 

Eel. The honour, sir, that flames in your lair eyes, 
Before I speak, too threateningly replies : 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love ! 

2 Lord, No better, if you please. 

Eel, My wish receive^ 

Which great Love grant 1 and so I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her ? An they were sems of 
mine, I ’d have them whipped ; or I would send thdm 
to the Turk, to make eunuchs of. 

^ Eel. Be not afraid [to a Lord] that I your hand 
should take ; 

I ’ll never do you wrong for your own sake : 

Blessing upon your vows I and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune if you ever wed ! 

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, they ’ll none have 
her : sure they are bastards to the Engliii; tiie Fr«ich 
ne^er got them. 

Eel. You are too young, too happy, and too good, 

To make yourself a son out of my blood, 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so. 

Laf. There ’s one grape yet,— I am mm Ay Mwet 
*■ dsatA—4h6 paleaeis of death. 
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drank wxne.«-«&at if thou be'it not an ass, I am « youtii 
of fourteen ; 1 baTO known thee already. 

Mel 1 dm not say I take you ; [to Bjbbteam] but 
I give 

Me and my service, ever whilst I liv^ 

Into your guiding power, — This is the man. 

Kinff, Vi^y, then, young Bertrax% toke her, she *s thy 
wife. 

Ber. My wife, my liege f I shall beseech yoar 
highness, 

In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King, Know'st thou not, Bertram, what she has done 
for me^ 

Ber. Yes, my good lord ; but never hope to know why 
I should marry her. 

King, Thou know’st she has rais’d me finm my sickly 
bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know ber well ; 

She had her breeding at my father’s charge 
A poor physician’s daughter my wife ! — Disdain 
Rather corrupt me ever! 

King, ’T is only title thou disdain’st in her, the which 
1 can build up. Strange is it, that our bloo^ 

Of colour, weight, and beat, pour’d all together, 

Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 

In differences so mighty : If she be 

All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik’st, 

A poor ^ysician’s daughter,) thou dislik’st 
Of virtue for the name : but do not so : 

Fimn lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 

The place is dignified by the doer’s deed : 

Where great additions swell, and virtue none 
It is a dro^ied honour : goc^ alone 
Is good witiiout a name ; vileness is so : 

The property by what it is should go, 
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Not by iht title. She ie young, vise, to j 
IxL ih^ to n&tuxe she 's immemate heir, 

And these breed honour : that is honour's «com 
Which challenges itedf as honour's bom, 

And is not like the sire : Honours thrive, 

When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our fore-go«n : the mere word 's a slave, 
Debosh'd on every tomb, on every grave 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb, 

Where dust, and damn'd oblivion, is the tomb 
Of honour'd bones indeed. What should be said! 

If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 

I can create the rest: virtue, and rije, 

Is her own dower ; honour and wealth from me. 

JBer. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do t 

King, Thou wrongest thyself, if thou shouldit strive 
to choose. 

Eel That you are well restor'd, my lord, I 'm glad; 
Let the rest go. 

King, My honour 's at the stake ; which to defeat, 

I must produce my power : Here, take her band, 
proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift 
That dost in vile misprision shackle up 
My love, and her desert ; that const not dream, 

We, polling us in her defective scale, 

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We please to nave it grow : Ch^k tliy contempt : 

Obey our will, which travails in thy good : 

Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both tiiy duty owes and our iiower claims ; 

Or I win throw thee from my care tor ever, 

Into the staggers,* and the careless lapse 
Of youth aa^ ignorance; both my revenge and bate 

* 7^ metaphorkftl expresikm for anoertaloty, 

iaiocttrtty. 
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Ijoomug upon fhee, in the name of justice, 

Wi^out all terms of pity; Speak! thine answer* 

B$r. Pardon, my gracious lord j for I submit 
My &ncy to your eyes : When I consider 
Wiiat great creation, and what dole of honour, 

Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The prais^ of the king ; who, so ennobled, 

Is, as ’t were, bom so. 

King, Take her by the hand, 

And tell her she is thine ; to whom I promise 
A counterpoise j if not to thy estate, 

A balance more replete. 

Ber, I take her hand. 

King, Good fortune, and the favour of the king, 

Smile upon this contract j whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on die now-bom brief, 

And be perform’d to-night : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space, 

Expecting absent friends. As tbou lov’st her, 

Thy love ’s to me religious ; else, does err. 

\ Exeunt King, Bkr., Hel., Lords, Attendants. 

Laf, Do you Iwar, monsieur f a word with you. 

Far, Your pleasure, sir! 

Laf, Your lord and master did well to make bis re- 
cantation. 

Far, Recantation? — My lord? my master? 

Laf Ay; Is it not a language I speak? 

Par, A most harsh one ; and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master ? 

L<f* Are you companion to the count Rousillon ? 

Par. To any count j to all counts; to what is 

man. 

Xa/. To what is count’s man; count’s master is of 
another itfle. 

Far, You ore too old, sir : let it satisfy you, you arC'" 
-too old. 
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Laf. 1 mint tell tbee^ eiiieh) I wiite man; tsMiich 
title Age cannot bring thee. 

Ptff, What I dare too well do I dw not do. 

Laf. 1 did think thee, foi two oidmaries,* to be a 
pretty wise fellow, thou didst make tolerable vent of thy 
travel ; it might pass : yet the 8car& and die baimeN 
ets about thee did manifoldly dissuade me from believe 
ing thee a vessel of too great a burthen. 1 have now 
found thee ; when J lose thee again 1 care not : yet art 
thou good for nothing but taking up ; and that thou art 
scarce worth. 

Par, Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity upon 
thoe, — 

Xo/*. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten thy triad ; — ^which if— Lord have mei’cy 
on thee for a bw I So, my good window of latdoe, fare 
thee well ; thy casement 1 need not open, for I look 
through thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious indignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart ; a^ thou art w^y 
of It 

Por. I have not, my lord, deserved it 

Laf, Yea, good fait^ every dram of it ; and I will 
not bate thee a scruple. 

Par, Well, I shall be wiser. 

Laf Even as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 
pull at a smack o' the contrary. If ever thou be'st 
bound in thy soar^ and beaten, thou shalt find what it 
k to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to hold 
my acquaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge^ 
that I may Bay, in the default, he is a man I know. . 

Par, My lor^ you do me most insuppcartable vexatioiL 

Lif, I would it were hell-jjains for thy saka and 
isy poor doing eternal : for doing 1 am as I will 
by thee^ in what motion age will give me leave. [JE«t 

* Por tw> etdmarist— during two ordiaaTief at ths stias 
table. 
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Par, Well, thou hast a ton shall take this disgrace 
# sctary. old, filthy, scurvy lord !— Well, I must 
be patot f tnere is no fettering of authority. I ’ll 
beat him, by my life, if I can meet him ^^ith any con- 
venience, an he were double and double a lord. 1 ’ll 
have no more pity of his age, than 1 would have of— 
I ’ll beat him, an if I could but meet him again* 

JU^ter Lafeu. 

Laf, Sirral^ your lord and master ’s maitied j there ’s 
news for you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par, I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to 
make some reservation of your wrongs : He is my good 
lord ; whom I serve above is my master. 

Laf. Who? Godi 

Par, Ay, sir. 

Ijaf The devil it is that ’s thy master. Why dost 
thou garter up Uiy arms o’ this fashion ? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves 9 do other servants so ? Thou wert 
best set thy lower part where thy nose stands. By mine 
honour, if I were but two hours younger, I ’d heat thee : 
methinks, thou art a general offence, and every man 
should beat thee. I think thou wast created for men 
to breathe themselves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, my lord. 

Laf Go to, sir ; you were beaten in Italy for pick- 
ing a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vaga^ 
bond, and m true traveller ; you are more saucy with 
lords and honourable personages, than the commission 
of your birth and virtue gives you heraldry. You are 
not worth another word, else 1 ’d call you knave. I 
leave you, [Exit, 

Pnter Bertram. 

Par, Good, very good; it is so then.— Good, very 
good } let it be concealed a while. 

Ber* Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever 1 
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Pixr, What ’« the matter, sweetheart f 
Bw. Although before the solemn piiest I have iwom* 
I will not bed her. 

Par. Whatl what, sweet heart t 
Ber, 0 my Parolles, they have married me - 
i ’ll to the 'Ihjscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a do^ole, and it no more merits 
Tlie tread of a man’s foot : to the Wars I 
Per. There’s letters from my niother; what the 
import is, 1 know not yet 

Par, Ay, that would be known : To the wars, my 
lx>y, to the wars ! 

He wears his honour in a box unseen 
That hugs bis kickie-wickie here at home ; 

Spading his manly marrow in her arms, 

Which should sustain the bound and bi^ curvet 
Of Mars’s fiery steed ; To other regions I 
Fmnce is a stable ; we, that dwell in % jades ; 
Therefore, to the war i 

Bar. It shall be so ; I ’ll send her to my house ; 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

And wherefore I am fled ; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak : His present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 

Where noble fellows strike : War is no strife 
To the dark house, and the detested wife.® 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art sure? 

Ber. Gro with me to my chamber, and advise mA 
I send her straight away ; To-mcmrow 
I ’ll to the wars, she to her single sorrow. 

Par, Why, these balls bound ; there ’s noise in it 
’T is hard i 

A young man manied is a man that’s marr’d : 

® Bertrsm would iay~the strife of war Is oofiihig, empkrdd 
to that of the dark house, Stc. By the " dark bou8C| wsi 
oadertUad the house wbltfi is the seat of gloom Km 4t*' 

content 
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Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go ; 

The king has done you wrong : but, liu^ ! ’t is so. 

[Bxemit 

SCENE IV. — The same. Another Boom in the tame. 
Enter Helena and Clown. 

Hel My mother greets me kindly : Is she well f 

Clo. She is not well; but yet she has her health: 
she ’g very merry ; but yet she is not well : but thanks 
be given, she ’s very well, and wants nothing i’ the 
world ; but yet she is not well. 

HeL If she be very well, what does she ail that she’s 
not very well ? 

Clo, Truly, she s very well, indeed, but for two 
things. 

Hel. Wliat two things? r 

Clo. One, that she's not in heaven, whither God 
Bend her quickly ! the other, that she 's in earth, from 
whence God send her quickly ! 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! 

Set, I hope, sir, I have your good will to have mine 
own good fortunes, ^ 

P^, You had my prayers to lead tfiem on : and to 
keep them on» have mem still, — O, my knave 1 How 
does my old lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money, 
I would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, I say nothing, 

Ck>. Marry, you are die wiser man ; for many a 
man’s tongue shakes out his master's undoing : To say 
nodiing, to do nothing, to know nothing, to have 
nothing, is to be a great part of your title j which if 
witjiin a very little of nothing. 

Par. Away, thou ’rt a knave. 

Clo, You should have said, sir, before a knave thou^rt 

VOL I. a 
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a ICDETe } tb^ V before me tbou *it a knaTe { ^ bad 
been trau, 

Par. Go to, tbou art a witty fool ; I have found thee. 
<?lo. Did you find me in yourself, sir ? or were you 
taujl^ to find me? The search, idr, was prt^ta^; 
and mudi fool may you find in you, even to toe world’s 
pleamre, and the increase of lau^ter. 

Par. A good knave, i’ faith, and well fed.— 
Madam, my lord will go away tonight : 

A very serious business calls on him. 

The great prerogative and right of love, 

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknowledge j 
But puts it off to a compell’d restraint ; 

Whose wont, and whose delay, is strew’d with sweets, 
Which they distil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy, 

And pleasuie drown the brim. 

Bel What ’s bis will else ? 

Par. That you will take your instant leave o* tlw 
king, 

And make this haste as your own good proceeding, 
Strengthen’d with what apology you think 
May make it probable n^. 

Bel, What more commands he ? 

Par. That, Saving this obtain’d, you presently 
Attend his fiirther pleasure. 

Bel* In everything I wait upon his will. 

Par. 1 shall report it so. 

Bel I pray you.— Come, sirrah. 

[Emml 

SCENE V. — Another Room in the eoffiA 

' Bnter Lafbu and BrntTuxu* 

Laf* But I hope your lordsliip thinks not him a 

iKfidi^. 

Ber, Ypi my lord, and of very talmnt ap^f. 
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taf. You hav« it ftom his own delivertUKje. 

JBtfr, And by other warranted testimony. 

Laf, Then my dial goes not true ; I took this lark 
for a bunting.* 

Ber, I do assure you, my lord, he is very gre^ in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf, 1 have then sinn^ against his experience, and 
transgressed against his valour ; and my state that way 
is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my heart to 
repent Here he comes ; I pray you, make us friends j 
I will pursue the amity. 

Enter Pabolles, 

Par. These things shall be done, sir. [To Bertraii. 

Laf. Pray you, sir, who *s his tailor? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. 0, I know him well: Ay, sir; he, sir, is a 
good workman, a very good tailor. 

Per. Is she gone to king f [Aside to Pabolles. 

Par. She is. 

J3er. Will she away to-night? 

Par. As you ’ll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure, 
Given order for our horses ; and to-night, 

When I should take possession of thebride, 

End, ere I do begin. 

Laf. A good traveller is something at the latter end 
of a dinner ; "but one that lies three-t^ds, and uses a 
known truth to pass a thousand nothings with, should 
be once heard, and thrice beaten.— God save you, 
captain. 

Ber, Is there any unkindness between my lord and 
you, monsieur? 

iW. 1 know not how I have deserved to run into 
my lord’s displeasure, 

^ The lark and the oommon bunting gre&tljr resemble each 
other, but tho bunting has no tong. 
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Zqf. You have made shift to ran into % bpoU and 
apurs and all, like him that leaped into the cuatard ;• 
and out of it you ’ll run again, rather than suffer quee* 
tion for your residence. 

Ber. It may be you have mistaken him, my lord. 

Zq/i And shall do so ever, tliough I took him at 
his prayers. Fare you well, my lord ; and believe 
this of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut ; the 
soul of this man is his clothes : trust him not in matter 
of heavy consequence ; I have kept of them tame, and 
know their natures. — Farewell, monsieur: I have 
spoken better of you than you have or will to deserve 
at my hand j'* but we must do good against eviL[Krt^, 

Par. An idle lord, I swear. 

Bcr* I think so. 

Par. Why, do you not know him f 

Ber. Yes, I do loiow him well ; and common speech 
Oiires liim a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 

Enter Helena. 

Hel I have, sir, as I was w)mmanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procur'd his leave 
For present parting ; only, he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

Ber. I shall obey bis will. 

You must not marvel, Hden, at my course, 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular : prepar’d I was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled : This drives me to entreat you, 
That presently you take your way for home ; 

*And rather muse, tlian ask, why I entreat you; 

For my respects are better dian they seem j 

• The leaper into the cuatard wai the «lty fool. 

^ 'His meaBing most be-^than yoa have deserved^ or ere 
wiUio; todeierve. 
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And my appointmenta have in them a need 
Greater than ahowa itself, at the first view, 

To you that know them not, Tliis to my mother: 

[Giviiig a letter, 

T win be two days ere I sliall see youj so 
1 leave you to your wisdom. 

fleL Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that I am your most obedient servant 
Ber, Come, come, no more of that 
Eoh And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that, 

Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that go : 

My haste is very great : Farewell ; liie home. 

Hel Pray, sir, your p£urdon. 

Ber» Well, what would you sny ? 

Hel I am not worthy of the wealth I owe ; 

Nor dare I say ’t is mine; and yet it is ; 

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber, What would you have ? 

Hel, Something ; and scarce so much : — nodiing, 
indeed. — 

*I would not tell you what I would : my lord— Taltli, 
yes;— 

Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss. 

Ber, I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse. 

Eel, 1 shall notireak your bidding, good my lord. 
Where are my other men ? Monsieur, forewell. 

[Exit Helena. 

Ber. Go thou toward home; where I will never 
come, 

Wliilst I can ^ke my sword or hear the drum 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par, Bravely, coragio ! [Exmit 
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ACT m. 

SCENE I.-*Flor^ce. A Rom in {he Duke’# Pojoee. 

Flourish. Enter the Dues op Florencb, aUended,* 
two French Lords, and others. 

Duke. So that^ from point to point, now have you 
heard 

I%e fundamental reasons of dlls war; 

Whofe great decision hatli much blood forth, 

And more thirsts after. 

1 Lord. Holy seems the quaml 

Upon your g^nce’s part; black and fearful 

On the opposer. 

Dtike. Therefore we marrel much, our cousin France 
Would, in so just a business, shut bis bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. ^ 

2 Lord. Good my lord, 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield 

But like a common and an outward man, 

That the great figure of a council frames 
By sd[f«unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it j since I liave foimd 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as 1 guess’d 
Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our nature, 
IRiat surfeit on their ease, will, day by day, 

Come here for physio. 

DuJte. Welcome shall they bej 

And all the honours that can fly from us 
Shall on them settle. You know your ^aces w^ ) 
Wto better frdl, for TOtur avaib they fell : 

TtHnorrow to the field. MueuiU. 



scoom Uj AX^m y^ht mT mm wm. sis 

SCENE H*— Botuollozt A JRoom in ih$ CooiitessV 
Pahce* 

^ Enter CooiTsst and Cloim. 

Count It Imtli happened all aa I would have had if, 
lave diat he oomes not along with her. 

Cb. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a very 
melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray ychif 

Cb. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing ; 
mend die ru£^* and sing; ask questions, and sing; 
pick his teeth, and sing : I know a man that had this 
trick of melancholy hold a goodly manor for a song. 

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he means 
to come. [Opening a letter* 

do. I have no mind to label, since I was at court ; 
out old ling and our labels o’ the country are nothing 
like your old ling and your Isbels o’ the court ; the 
brains of my Cupid ’s knocked out ; and I begin to love, 
as an old man loves mcmey, with no stomach. 

Count. What have we here 9 

Cb. E’en that you have there. [Ezit. 

Count. [Beads.] 

** 1 have sent you a daughiefin lawt iha hath recovered the 
king, and undone me. 1 have wedded her, not bedded her ; 
and twom to make the not eternal. You shall hear 1 am run 
away j know it before the report come. If there be breadth 
enough in the world, I will hold a Ibng distance. My duty to 
you. 

** Your unfortunate non, 

*' Bertbaii,” 

This is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 

To fly the fiivoufs of so good a king; 

To pluck his indignation on thy head, 

By the misprising of a maid too virtues 
For the contempt of empire. 

* The top of the loose boot, which luracd ovor, wasmlled 
thortar» 09 Tt^ 
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Clown. 

CZo. 0 madam, yonder is heavy news wilhin, be- 
tween two soldiers and my young lady. 

Cmtt What is the matter f 
Ch, Nay, there is some comfort in the new^ tome 
comfort ; your son will not be killed so soon as I tliought 
he would. 

Count. Why should he be killed? 

Ch. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear he 
does : the dan^ is in standing to ’t ; tiiat ’s the loss 
of men, thoura it be the getting of children. Here 
they come will tell you more : for my part, I only hear 
your ion was run away. [ExU. 

Enter Helena and tm Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Save you, good madam. 

Hel Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gent, Do not say so. 

Count, Think upon patience.— ’Pray you, gentle- 
men, — 

I have felt so many quirks of joy and grief, 

That the first face of neither, on the start, 

Can woman me xmto ’t, — ^Where is my son, I pray you 1 
2 Gent Madam, he ’s gone to serve the duke of Flo- 
rence : 

We met him thitherward ; for, thence we come^ 

And, after some despatch in hand at court, 

Thither we bend again. 

Sel Look on his letter, madam ; here ’s my pass- 
port lEeads, 

** When tbott canst get the ring upon my finger, which never 
'shidl come off, aud show mo a diild begotten of thy body tint 2 
itm fidher to, then call me husband : but in such a dm I write 
% never,''* 

This is a dreadful sentence. 

CSotwW, Brought you this letter, genUemen t 
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1 {kent Ay, madam 

Aad, for the contents’ sake, are sorry for out pains. 

Comt I pri&ee, lady, have a Letter cheer j 
If thou enerossest all the griefs are thine, 

Thou robust me of a moiety : He was my son ; 

But I do wash his name out of my blood, * 

And thou art all my child. — ^Towards Florence ii bel 

2 Gent Ay, madam. 

Count And to be a soldier? 

2 Gent Such is his noble purpose i and, believe \ 
The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you thither ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam, with die swiftest wing of spe rl. 

Hel. “ Till I have no wife, I have nothing in 
France.” 

T is bitter. 

Count. Find you that there? 

Het Ay, madam. 

1 Gefit T is but the boldness of his hand, haj ly, 
which his heart was not consenting to, 

Count, Nothing in France, until he have no wife ! 
There ’s nothing here that is too good for him, 

But only she i and she deserves a lord 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 

And call her hourly, mistress. Who was with liim ? 

I Gent, A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have some time known. 

Count Parolles, was ’t not?. 

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. 

Cowit A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedness 
My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement 

I Gent Indeed, good lady, 

The fellow has a deal of tiiat, too much, 

Which holds him much to have. 

Cqunt You are welcome, gentlemen. 
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I will TOtreat you, wlien tou lee my 
To tell him that m sword cm nev^ win 
The btmour that he loses : more 1 'll entreat 700, 
Written, to bear iJoog. 

2 Oent We serve you, madam, 

In that and all your worthiest a^rs. 

Count, Not so, but as we change our courtesies; 
Will you draw near f [Exeunt Count, and GentlemeB. 
Hel, ‘‘Till I hare no wife, I have nothing in 
France.” 

Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 

Thou shedt have none, Rousillcn, none in France^ 

Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is ’t I 
That chase thee from thy country, and expose 
Those t«ider limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none^sparing wart and is it 1 
That drive thee the sportive court, where thou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of smoky muskets t 0 , you leaden messengers, 

That ride upon the violet speed of fire, 

Fly with felse aim j move the still-peering * air, 

That sings with piercing ; do not touch my lord I 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him th^ ; 

Whoever charges on his forward brea^ 

Z am die cakilf that do hold him to it ; 

And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected : bete 't were, 

I met the ravin Ikm when he roar’d 

With sham constraint of hungw ; better 't were, 

That all me miseries which nature owes 
Were mine at once; No, come thou home, Rou* 
sillon, 

Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all) I will be gone ; 

My being here it is that bolds thee hence : 

-Sball 1 stay here to do 'i? no, no, although 
* Sii/^p«msy->-€pp6iiriog stub 
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Tbeair of pa»di 90 did to tlie hcrase. 

And augdfl offic^d all : I wiU be gone ; 

•Kiat pitiful rumour may report my flight, 

To CMWolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day ! 

For, with the darl^ poor thief, I ’ll stew away. [.Exit, 

SCENE UI. — Florence. Before theJhike's P&iace, 

Flovmh, Enter the Duke»of FLoaENCB, Bsrtbam^ 
Lords, Officers, Soldiers, and othert, 

Duke. The general of our horse thou art ; and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence 
Upon thy promising fortune, 
jBer, - Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my stren^ : but yet * 

We ’ll strive to bear it for your worthy sake. 

To the extreme edge of hazard. 

Duke. Then, go thou fortli j 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 

As thy auspicious mistress ! 

Ber. This very day, 

Great Mars, I mt myself into thy file : 

Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— RousilloiL A Boom in the Countess’s 
Palace, 

EMer CouNTKsa and Steward. 

Count Alas ! and would you take the letter of her? 
Might you not know riie would do as she has done, 

By sliding me a letter ? Bead it again. 

Stew, 

I am St Jaquei* pilgri®i thither wne; 

Ambitioui love him bo in me offended, , 

That barefoot plod I the cold ground Upon, 

With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 
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Write, write, rimL from tho bloody couno of w«* 

Ify dearoit mmiter. yonr dear ton, may bie { 

Ifiees him at home la peace, whilst I from fiir 
Hii name with leaiout fer^ir sancttiy : 

His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

L hit despiteful Juno, sept liim forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live. 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth t 
He is too good and fair for death and me ; 

Whom I myself emlnrace, to set him free. 

Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest 
words ! — 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much 
As letting her pass so ; had I spoke with her, 

I could have well diverted her intents, 

Which thug she hath prevented. 

Stoa. Pardon me, madam : 

If I had given you this at over-night, 

phe might have been o’erta’en; and yet she writes, 

Pursuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband f he cannot thrive, 

Unless her prayers, whom Heaven delights to bear, 

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateit justice. — Write, write, Rinaldo, 

To this unworthy husband of his wife : 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does weigh too light : my greatest gri(‘f, 
Though little he do feel ft, set down sharply. 

Despatch the most convenient messenger : — 

When, haply, he shall hear diat she is gone, 

He will return ; and hope I may that she, 

Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 

Led hamer by pure love. Which of them both 
Is dfearest to me, I have no skill in sense 
To make dbtinctim i— Provide this messenger 
Itfy heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 

Orief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 
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SCENE V*--Tr»«^ Tr««» 

4 twk$i ofwr off, Entef an old Widow of Florence, 

Diana, Vjolbnta, Mabiana, cmd other Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come j for if do approach the city, 
we shall lose all the sight 

Dia, They say the French count haa ^one most 
honourable service. 

IFwf. It is reported tliat he has taken their greatest 
commander ; and that with his own hand he slew ^e 
duke’s brother. We have lost our labour : they are 
gone a contrary way : hark ! you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let ’s return apin, and suffice ourselves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French earl x the honour of a maid is her namej and 
no legacy is so rich os honesty. 

Wid, I have told my neighbour how you liave been 
solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave ; hang him ! one Parolles : 
a filthy officer he is in those suggestions* for the young 
earL — Beware of them, Diana ; their promises, entice- 
ments, oaths, tokens, and all these engmes of lust, are 
not the things they go under : man^ a maid hath been 
•educed by them ; and the misery is, example, that so 
terrible shows in the wrack of maidenho^ cannot 
for all that dissuade succession, but that they are 
limed widi the twigs that threaten them. I hope I need 
not to advise you further ; but, I hope your own grace 
will keep you where you are, tliough there were no fur- 
ther danger known, but the modesty which is so lost. 

Dia. You shall not need to fear me. 

EfUer Helena, in the drm of a pil^grim, 

Wid. I hope so, — Look, here comes a pilgrim ; 1 
know she will lie at my house : thither they send one 
• temptations. 
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anote : 1 11 ^lutte }»r.^-Ood 1 

Whifliar are 70 U bound? , 

SaL To JaqueB le grand. 

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you ! 

Wid* At the Saint Francis here, beside the prt 
Eel Is this the way? 

Wid, Ay, marry is ’t— Hark yoiu they come this 
way : — [A march ajar xjf. 

If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but till tiw troc^M 
come by, 

I will conduct you where you shall be lodg’d ; 

The rather, for I think 1 ki^w your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

He/. Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you please so, pilgrim. 

He/. I thank you, and wOi stay upon 3 rour leisure* 
Wid, You came, I think, from France? 

Eel I did so. ' 

Wid, Here you shall see a countryman of you^ 
That has done worthy service. 

He/. His name, I j^ay you. 

Dio, The count Rousillon : Know you such a one. 
He/. But by the ear that hears most nobly of him : 
His fiiee I know not 
Dia* ' Whatsoe’er he is, 

He ’s bravely taken here. He stole from France * 

As ’t is r^or^ for' the king had married him 
Against his liking : Think you it is so? 

Eel surely, mere the truth j I know hii lady. 
Dia, is a gentleman that serves the count 
firoortt but coarsely of her. 

Bei, What ’s his name? 

dDwt. Monsieur Parolles. 

Hei, O, I believe with hiu^ 

In argmnent (^piaise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, ^ is too mean 
• FW— becauii. 
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iVlnTehet Banttiepeftted; idl her deserving 
Ib a reserved honesty, and that 
1 have not heard escamin'cL 
i)td. Alas, poor lady! 

*T is a hard bondage, to beccone the wife 
Of a detesting lord. 

Wid. Ay, right; good creature, wheresoe’er Ae is, 
Her heart weig& s^y : this young maid might do her 
A shrewd turn, if she pleas’d. 

HeL How do you meant 

May be, the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 

Wid. He does, indeed ; 

And bnies with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid t 
But she is arm’d for him, and keeps her guard 
In hcmestest defence. 

Enter, with drum and colours, a party of the Florentine 
army, Bertram, and Parolles. 

Mar. The gods forbid else ! 

Wid, So. now they come : — 

lhat is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son ; 

That, Escalus. 

Eel. Which is the Fr^chman^ 

XHa. ^ He ; 

ThAt with the "plume : , ’t is a most gallant fellow ; 

I would he lov n his wife : if he were honester 
He were much goodlier : — Is ’t not a handsome gen- 
tleman? 

Eel 1 like him well. 

Dio. T is pity he is not honest I Yond ’a that some 
knave, 

*Ihat leads him to these places ; were I his lady, 

I would poison that vile rascal. 

Eel. Which is he? 
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JDmt. That jack«*n-ape3 with 8 cai 6; Why m he 
mehuK^wly^ 

Md* Fercbaoee he 's hurt V the battle. 

Par. Lose our drum ! well. 

Mar* He *s shrewdly vexed at lomethmg : Louk, he 
has spied us. 

Wid, Marry, hang you ! 

Afar. And your courtesy, fora ring-carrier; 

[Ezmmt Ban., Pab., Officm^and Stfldkrs. 

Wid The troop if pass’d; Come, pilgrim, 1 will 
bring you 

Where you shall host ; of enjoin’d penitents 
There ’s four or five, to great saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my house. , 

HeL I humbly thank you ; 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maid, 

To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me j and, to requite you further, 

I wilhbestow some precepts on tins virgin, 

Worthy the note. 

Both. We ’ll take your offer kindly. \Exemi* 

SCENE VL — Can^ before Florence. 

Enier Bertram and the two French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to ’t j let him 
have his way. 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hildiug, 
bold me no more in your respect. 

1 Lord. On my life, my tord, a bubble. 

JBer* Do you think I am so far deceived m him I 

! Lord. Believe it, my Iqrd, in mine own direct 
ktiow^ge, without any malice, but to S 2 )eak cd him as 
my k i ns m an, be ^s a most notable cowar^ an infinite 
and endless liar, an hourly |aomise-breaker, the owner 
of no one good quality womiy your kidship’i enter- 
tainm^ 
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^ Zorrf* It were fit you knew him ; lest, repoidng 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he mi^% at 
some great and trusty business, m a main danger, fail 
you. 

j3ef. I would I knew in what particular action to 
try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Lord. I, with a trocm of Florentines, will sud* 
denly surprise him ; such I will have whom I am sure 
he knows not from the enemy : we will bind and hood* 
wink him, so that be shall suppose no other but that 
he is carried into the leaguer of the adversaries, when 
we bring him to our own tents : Be but your lordshijt 
present at his examination : if he do not, for the pro^ 
mise of his life, and in the highest compulsion of base 
fear, offer to b^y you, and deliver all the intelligence 
in bis power against you, and that with the mvine 
forfeit of bis soul upon oath, never trust my judg 9 ient 
in anything. 

2 Lord. 0, for the love of laughter, let him fetch hif 
drum ; he says, he has a stratagem for ’t ; when your 
krdahip sees the bottom of bis success in ’t, and to 
what metal this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, 
if you give him not John Drum a entertainm«it^* your 
inclining cannot be removed. Here he comes. 

Enter Pahollbs, 

I Lord. 0^ for the love of laughter, hinder n(^ the 
humour of his design ; let him fetch off his drum in 
any hand. 

• There Is en old interlude^ printed in 1801, colled * Jaek 
Drum's Enlertainment and H appears that this species of hot* 

n to which $Aok Drum, or John Drum, or Tom Drum 
is called by each name), was subjectod, coasitted £ 
abuts and hearing* 

TOL. !• T 
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Sm How now, monnour f this drttm idolci 
in ^ur disposition. 

% Lord, A pox on % M it goj ’t is but a dram. 

iW. But a drum : Is ’t but a drum V A drum so 
lost! — ^There was excellent command! to charge in 
with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend our 
own soldiers I 

2 Lord, That was not to be blamed in the command 

the service ; it was a disaster of war that Csesar him* 
self could not have prevented, if he had been there to 
ooimnand. 

Ber, Well, we cannot greatly condemn our success : 
sonw dishonour we had in the loss of that drum j but 
it is not to be recovered. 

Par, It might have been recovered. 

Ber, It mighty but it is not now. 

Par, It is to be recovered : but that the merit of 
service is sddom attributed to the true and exact pei^ 
former, I would have that drum or another, or hie Jacet, 

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach to \ monsieur, if 
you think your mystery in stratagem can bring this 
instrument of honour again into his native quarts be 
magnanimous in the enterprise, and go on; I will 
grace the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you speed 
well in it, the duke shall b(^ speak of it, and extend 
to you what farther becomes his greatness, even to the 
utmost syllable of your worthiness. 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will imdertake it 

Bor. But you must not now slumber in it <r 

Par, 1 11 about it this evening : and I will nre* 
sently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself in 
my certainty, put myself into my mortal preparation, 
and, by look to hem further from me. 

hfoy I be bold to acquaint his grace you are 
gooeaboutit) 

Par. I know not What die success will be^ mf Vxcd j 
but the attempt I vow. 



I Icnow flioa *it valiant; 

And to die possibility of iby soldiership 
Will subsonbe for ^bee, FarewelL 

Par. I love not many words. [Exit, 

1 Lord, No more than a fish loves water.^Ii not 
this a strange fellow, my lord, that so confidently seems 
to undertake this business, wWch he knows is not to be 
dsm ; damnshimself to do, and dares better be damned 
than to do ^tf 

2 Lord, You do not know him, my lord, as we do i 
certain it is, that he will steal himself into a man's 
fovour, and, fbr a week, escape a great deal of disco- 
veries ; but when you find him out, you have him ever 
after. 

Ber, Why, do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this, that so seriously he does address himself 
untof 

1 iord. None in the world ; but return wifii an in- 
vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies: 
but we have almost embossed* him ; you shall see his 
fall to-night : for, indeed, he is not for your lordship’s 
respect 

2 Lord. We ’ll make you some sport with the for, 
ere we case him. He was first smokw by the old lord 
Lafim : when his disguise and he is parted, tell me 
wto a sprat you shall find him ; which you shall see 
this very night 

1 Lci^, I must go look my twigs ; he shall be 
caught 

Your brother, he shall go along with me. 

I Lord, As ’t please your lordriiip; 1 11 leave you. 

[Exit, 

Bor, Now will I lead you to the house, and show you 
Ihe lass I spoke of. 

% Lord, But, you say she ’s banest 

* Ernbmed, The word is probably here used k tlie sfiise ot 
oxlwftUsd, 



m Aht m wsht tfUT feiDs Hi 

Ber, That » all the fault; I Bpolw with her lut 
once, 

And found her wondrous cold ; but 1 sent to her, 

By tins same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind. 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send j 
And this is all 1 have done : She 's a fair creature ; 
Will you go see her I 

2 lird. With all my hearty my lord. ^Exeunt 

SCENE VII.— "Florence. A Room m th$ WidowV 
Howe. 

Enter Helkna and Widow. 

Eel If you misdoubt me that I am not she, 

I know not how I shall assure you further, 

But I shall lose the grounds I work uwn. 

VTid. Though my estate be fallen, 1 was well bom. 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses } 

And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act 

Eel Not would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the count he is my husband ; 

And, what to your sworn counsel I have iqjoken 
Is so, ten word to word j and then you cannot^ 

By the good aid that I of you shall borrow, 

Ere in b^towing it 

Wtd. I should believe you ; 

For you have show’d me that which weU approves 
You are great in fortune. 

Eel Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy ytmr friendly help thus far, 

Which I will over-pay, and pay again, 

When 1 have foum it The count he wool fOor 
daughter, 

Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty, 

Eestdves to carry her ; let her, in fine, cffiseo^ 

As we T! direct W how *t is best to 
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Now liia important blood wUl notight deny 
That she ’ll demand. A ring the county wears, 
That doimward hath succeeded in bis house, 
From son to son, some four or fire descents 
Since the first ihtber wore it ; this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire, 

Ta buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
Howe’er repented after. 

Wid, Now I see the bottom of your purpose. 
iTcl. You see it lawful then : It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won. 
Desires thte ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 

Herself most chastely absent ; after this, 

To marry her, I *11 add three thousand ctottos 
To what is past already. 

WidL I have yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever. 
That time and place, with this deceit so lawful, 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musics of all sorts, and songs composed 
To her nnworthiness : It nothing steads us, 

To chide him from our eaves; for he persists. 
As if hk Hfe lay on ’t 
ffel Why, then, to-night 

Let us assay onr plot; which, if it speed. 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed, 

And lawfol meaning in a lawful act ; 

Where both not sin, and yet a sinfhl ftict: 

But let ’s about it. 


m 


[£xeu3tL 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE L--Without thB Florentii^ Cmp, 
Enter fint Lord, mihfite or m Soldim in amdtuJk 

1 Lord, He can come no other way but by ^ 
hed^^e-comer : When you sally upon him, speak what 
terrible lang:uage you will ; though you understand it 
not yourselr^ no matter; for we must not seem to 
understand him ; unless some <me among us, whom we 
must produce for an interpeter. 

1 iSbZdL Good captain, let me be the interpreter* 

1 Lord, Art not acquainted with him f kiWt he net 
thy voice ? 

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linsy*woolBy hast thou to speak to 
us againi • 

1 Sold. E^en such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must think us some band of strengerB 
I’ the adversary’s entertainment Now he hath a tm^ 
of all neighbown^ languages ; therefore we must every 
one be a man td his own fancy, not to know what we 
speak one to another ; so we seem to know is to know 
straight our purpose: chough’s language, gtdible 
enough, and good «M)ugh. As for you, interpreter, you 
must seem very politic. But couclv hoa ! here he 
comas ; to beguile two hours in a sle^ and them to 
return and swear the lies he forges. 

Enter PanotLas. 

Par. Ten o^clock: within these three hours ’t will 
be time enough to go home. What shall I say I have 
donet It must be a very plausive invention that c^ea 
it: begin to smoke me : and disgraces have of 
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late knodced too often at my door* I find my tongne 
is too ibol*hardy : but my heart hath the fear of 
before it, and of mi creaturet^ not daring the reports of 
my tongue. 

1 Lwd, This is the first truth that e'er thine own 
tongue wai guilty of. Mwde. 

Par. What the devil should move me to undertake 
the recovery of this drum ; being not ignorant of the 
impossibility, and knowing 1 had nO such purposed I 
must give myself some hurts, and say I got them in 
exploit t Yet slight ones will not carry it : They will 
say, Game you ofT with so Htde t and great ones 1 dare 
not give. Wherefore f what 's the instance ? Tongue, 
I must put you into a butter-woman's moufo, and buy 
myself another of Bajazet’s mule, if you prattle me 
into these perils, 

1 Lord* Is it possible he should know' what he is, 
and be that he is t [Aside. 

Par, 1 would the cutting of my garments would 
serve the turn ; or the breaki^ of my Spanish sword. 

1 Lord, We cannot afford you so. [Aside, 

Par. Or the bmring of my beard ; and to say it was 
in stratagem. 

1 Lord. T would not do. [Aside, 

Par, Or to drown my clothes, and say I was 

1 Lord, Hardly serve. [Aside, 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the window of 
the citadel — 

1 Lord. How deep ? [Aside, 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

1 Lord. Tb^ great oaths would scarce make that 
be believed. [Aside, 

Par, I would I had any drum of the enemy's j I 
would Jwear I recovered it. 

1 Lord. Yott^U hear one anon. [AsidOi 

far. A drum now of the enemy's ! [Alarum wUMa, 
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1 Lord, a^roea mcmuui, eargHf cargo, cargo* 

AU* Ciogo, cargo, cargo, vUHanda par coo^ ca^ 
Par* 0 1 ransozDi ransom : do not Mde mine 

[They tme him and hlindfim him* 
1 Sold* Boskoi ihromtddo ho4m* 

Par, I know you are ihe Muskos* regiment, 

And I shall lose my life for want of language: 

If ^lere be here German, or Dtme, low Butch, 

Italian, or French, let him speak to me, 

1 will disoorer that whidi shall undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold* Bookos vauoado : — 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue 
Ktrdyhordo ;~-Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

Par. Oh! 

1 Sold* 0, pray, pray, pray.— 

Menha revcatia dulcke, 

X Lord, Oscorbi dulchoo volivotco* 

1 Sold* The general is content to spare thee yet; 
And, hoodwinked as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply thou mayst inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par, O, let me live, 

And all the secrets of our camp 1 *11 show, 

Their force, their purposes : nay, 1 11 spetdi: that 
Which you will wonder at. 

1 Sold* But wilt thou fhithfolly? 

Par* If 1 do not, damn me. 

1 Sold* Acordo linta*-^ 

Come on, thoo are granted space. 

[Brit, toUh Fabolles gttqrded, 
I Lord, 'Go, tell the count Rousillon, and my brother, 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
muffl^ 

TiH we do hear from them. 
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3 SekL Captain, 1 will. 

I Zord* will betray ns all ui^ ourselres 
loibrm m 

3 Soid, ^ So I win, air. 

1 Lord. Tin thea, 1 *a keep him dark, and safely 
lock’d* [Exeunt, 

SCENE n,— Florence. A Room in the Widow’s 
House. 

Enter Bebtbam and Diana. 

Rer. They told me that your name was Fontibell, 
Eta, No, my good lord, Diana, 

Rer, Titled goddess ; 

And worth with addition ! — But, fidr soul. 

In your hue frame hath love no quality ? 

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 

Tou are no maiden, but a monument : 

When you are dead, you should be such a ono 
As you are now, for you are cold and stem ; 

And now you should be as your mother was. 

When your sweet self was got, 

Eia, She then was honest 

Rer, So should you be. 

Eia, Nos 

My mother did but duty; such, my lord. 

As you owe to your wife. ' . 

Rer, No more of that I 

I prithee do not strive against my vows : 

I was compell’d to her; but I love thee 
By love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Eta. Ay, so you serve us. 

Till we serve you ; but when you have our roses, 

Tou barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves, 

And mock us with our bareness. 

Rer, How have I sworn 1 

Inilwm on that” is— give Intonnatlon on thatpobit 
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^Dia. ^ i» not soany oa<bs malce ^ larutb ; 
But llie pl«aai»gk vow, that ig vow^ true. 

Wktt is not }20ly, that we ewear not bj, 

But take the Highest to witneis : Ito, pray yeM, t^l 
me, 

If I should swear by Jove's great attributes 
I lov’d you dearly, would you believe iny oaths, 

When X did love you ill t this has no holding, 

To swear by him whom I {m)tegt to love^ 

That I will work against him ; Therefore, your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions ; but uxu^’d ; 

At least, in my opinion. 

Ber. ' Change it, diange it 5 

Be not so holy-cruel j love is holy ; 

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with : Stand no more 
But give thyself unto my sick desires, 

Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so perseyer. 

Dia, I see that men make ropes, in such a scarre^ 
That we ’ll forsake, ourselves.^ Give me that ring. 

Ber, I ’ll lend it thee, my dear, btit-have no power 
To give it ftom me. 

Dia. Win you not^ my lordt 

It is an honour ’longing to our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 

Wmch were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
In me to lose. 

Dia* Mine honour ’s such a ring : 

My chastity ’s the jewel of our house, 

Bequeathed down from many ancestors $ 

* A KOrre 1« a rock— a precipitous cliff } aud thus, flgurt- 
tively, a dif^uHy to be sunDOOuted. Mon. says Diaua, pretend 
to show how we cau oveipaei the obetacle. Such t^ms is 
Jove is holy”—'* my love shall pewerer”— are the ropes by 
the ^iid of which tlie steep rock u to he climbed. The ropes 
we 'll fowake, oureelvee,” are the supports of whU^ we 
oarselTes lose oui hold, after «« hare tuksMy fruited to tlrnm. 



Wiuch w«re iiw obloquy i’ tho world 
In me to loie : jqax own proper wisdom 

Bring! in dko cbampioa honour oh my part^ 
your rain aaMuli 

Bar, Here, take my ring : 

My houM^mine honouTi yea, my lifi^ be thin^ 

AM I 'll be bid by the& 

Dia, When midnight cx)mes, knock at my chamber 
« window ; 

1 11 order take my mother ^Ml not hear. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 

When you have cwiquer’d my yet maiden bed, 

Ronain there but an lu>ur, nor q)eak to me : 

My reasons tue most strong; and you shall know them, 
When back again this ring shall be deliver’d ; 

And on your finger, in the nighty 1 11 put 
Another ring ; that what in time proce^ 

May token to the fiiture our past deeds. 

Adieu, till then ; then, fail not : You have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 

Ber, A h^ven on earth 1 We won, by wooing thee. 

lExit 

Dia, For which live long to thank both Heaven 
and me! 

You may so in the end. — 

My mother told me just how he would woo, 

As if she sat in his bWt: she says, all men 
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me, 

When his wife ’s dead j therefore 1 11 lie with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid,* 
Marry that will, 1 live and die a maid : 

Only, in this disguise I think ’t no sin 

To coim him that w(Md unjustly win. [Exit . 

* JBraid^-crafty, according to Steevens. Home TooDie has « 
cnirioaanotiotrthat tho word here means 6ray0(i^^ a fool is 
said to be in a mortar. -Mr. Richardsun, in his Dicthmarr^ 
emiiideH dmt in thii paanige it bears the sense of 
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SCENE €m^ 

the fiBO Ewnch Lords, and two or ikm Soldiew. 

1 Lord. You have not given him his mother’s letter? 

3 Lord, 1 have delivered it an hour since : there is 
something in ’t that stings his nature; for, on the 
reading he changed almost into another man. 

1 Lord, He has much worthy blame laid upon him, 
for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet a lady, 

3 Lord, EspecHJly he hath incurred the everlasting 
displeasure of the king, who had even tnned his bounty 
to sing happiness to hhn. I will tell you a thing, but 
you shall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord. When you have spoken it *1 is dead, and I 
am the grave of it. 

2 Xonl He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; and this 
night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour : he 
hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks himself 
made in the unchaste composition. 

1 Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion; as we are 
ourselves what things are we ! 

2 Lord, Merely our own traitors. And as in the 
common course of all treasons we still tee them reveal 
themselves, tiU they attain to their abhorred ends ; so 
^ tiiat in this action contrives against hii own nobility, 
in his proper stream overflows himself. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be 
petm of onr unlawful intents f We shall not dies 
We his company to-night f 

3 Lord. Not till alter midnight ; fl^r he is dieted to 
htshour. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would gladly 
have him s^ his company* anatomized ; that be might 
t^e a measure of hit own judgments, wherein so co 
riomily he bad set this coui^^eit. 

• C(»i9wsp--eompauiao* 
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2 Lord. Ve will uotteeddle with him till he come; 
ft>r his presence must he the whip of the other, 

1 Lord* Xn the mean tim% w^t hear you of these 
Wars? 

2 Lord. X hear there is an orerture of peace. 

1 Lord* Kay, 1 assure you a peace concluded. 

2 Lord, W^t will count Rousillon do then? will 
he trarel higher, or return again into France? 

1 Lord, I perceive, by tMs demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir 1 so should I be a great 
deal of his act. 

1 Lord, Sir, his wife, some two months since, fled 
from his house : her pretence is a pilgrimage to saint 
Jaques le gfrand ; which holy nndertaking, with most 
austere sanctimony, she accomplished : and, there re* 
siding, the tenderness of her nature became as a prey to 
her grief j in fine, made a groan of her last bream, and 
DOW she sings in heaven. 

2 Lord. How is this justified ? 

1 Lotd. The stronger part of it by her own letters ; 
which mokes her stoiy true, even to the point of her 
death ; her death itself which could not he her office to 
say is come, was faithfully confirmed by the rector of 
the place. 

2 Lord, Hath the count all this intelligence 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
flroni point, to tlie full arming of the verity. 

2 Lortl I am heartily sorry that be T1 ^ glad of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we mSce us com* 
forts of our losses! 

2 Lord, And bow mightily, some other times, we 
drown our gain in tears 1 The great dignity that his 
valour hath hei*e acquired for him, shall at home be 
encountered with a tiiame as ample, 

1 Lord, The web of our life is of a mingled yat% 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud if 
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fii^ vM^^psd lliem sot; 4md our crhnei would 
doQiair if they were not dieriihed by our yirtoei* 

Enter a Servant 

How now ^ where ’• your master t 

Serv, He met the duke in the street, eir^ of whom he 
nath taken ft solemn leave; his hw^in will next 
morning for France. The du^ hath offered hiitt letters 
of oommendfttiona to die king. 

2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful there, 
If they were more than they can commend. 

Enter Bbrtrah. 

1 Lord* They cannot be too sweet for the king's 
tartuess. Here his Icndship now. How now, my 
lord, is ’t not after midnight t 

Mer* I have to-night despatched sixteen businesses 
a month’s length a-pieoe, by an abstract of suc<w : I 
have congeld with the duke; done my adieu with his 
nearest; buried a wife; mourned for her; wrikto my 
lady mother I am returning ; entertained my convoy s 
an^ between these main parcels oi despatch, effect 
many nicer needs ; the last was the greatest, but that 1 
have not ended yet 

2 Lord* If the business be of any difficulty, and this 
motaing your departure hence, it requires baste your 
lordship* 

Ber* I mesm the busmess is m)t ended, as fearing to 
bear of it hereafter : But shall we hare this dialogue 
betweoi the fool and the soldier Come, bring for^ 
this counterfeit module; he has deceived me^like a 
double-meaning prophesiw. 

2 Lord* Bring him forth : [Exemt Solditn} he has 
sat in the stocks all night, poor gallaat knave. ^ 

Ber* No matter; hish^bavedeservedit,inu8urp- 
fog hisij^urisolong. How does he carry himidfff 
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1 Lard, 1 have^ld yodr Ic^dihip already ; the itoclc* 
carry him. Bat to anawer you aa you would he 
da*8tood,-“he weeps like a wench mat had shed her 
milk : 1^ hath confessed himsdf to Morgan, whom he 
supposes to be a friar, from the time of his remembrance 
to mis very instant disaster of his setting i’ the stocks i 
And what think you he hath confessed f 

Ber, Nothing of m^ has he t 

2 Lord, His confession is taken, and it shall be read 
to his face : if your lordship be in % as I believe you 
are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

JRa^nter Soldiers, itUh PAHOLtKi. 

Ber, A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can say no- 
thing of me; hushl hush! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes 1‘ Porto tartarosBa. 

1 Sold. He calls for the tortures ; What will you say 
without ’em ? 

Par. I will confess what I know without constraint; 
if ye pinch me like a pasty I can say no more. 

1 Sold, Bosko chimurcho, 

2 Lord, Boblibindo chicurmuroo, 

1 Sold, You are a merciful general : — Our general 
bids you answer to what 1 shall ask you out of a note. 

Par, And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold, “ First demand of him how many horse the 
duke is steong,” What say you to that ? 

Par, Five or six thousand ; but very weak and un- 
serviceable ; the troops are all scattered, and the com- 
manders very jxwr rogues, upon my reputation and 
credit, and as 1 hope to live. 

1 StoW. fi&all I set down your answer so 1 

Par. Do ; 1 11 take die sacrament on % how and 
which way you will. 

An aUntlon to the game of blindman^ buff, formerly caUe4 
hoodman hRud, 
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Mtr. AE ooa to Um, What a posUsaTisg Blare 

um\ 

1 Lcrd» Ton are deceived, my lord; thifi is monsieur 
ParoUes, the gahant milltuist, (that was liis own phrase), 
that had the whole theorio of war in the knot of hk 
8<»rf, and the practice in the chape of hk dagger, 

2 Lord, I will never trust a man again, for keeping 
his sword clean ; nor beliere he can have everything in 
him, by wearfng Jus apparel neatly. 

1 Sold, Well, that k set down. 

Par, Five or six thousand horse, I said,-— I will say 
true, —or thereabouts, set down,— for I ’ll speak truth. 

1 Lord, He ’s very near the truth in this. 

Ber, But 1 con him no thanks for % in the nature 
he deRvers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, say, 

1 Sold. Well, that ’s set down. 

Par. I humbly tlmnk you, sir ; a truth ’s a truth, the 
rogues are marvellous poor. 

1 Sold. ^ Demand of him, of what strength they are 
a-fbot” What say you to that? 

Par. By my troti^ sir, if I were to live this present 
hour, I will tell true. me see : Spurio a hundred 
and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus to many, 
Jaques so many j Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodowic, and Gratii, 
two hundred fifty each : mine own company, Chitopher, 
Vaumond, Beotii, two hundred fifty each ; so that the 
muster-file^ rotten and sound, upon my life, amounti 
not to fifteen thousand poll ; half of the which dare not 
shake the snow from off fiieir cassocks, lest they shake 
themselves to pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him ? 

1 Lord. ^Nothing, but let bim have ftianks. Demand 
of him tny condition, and what credit 1 have with the 
duke. 

1 Sold. Well, that ’• set down. You shall demand 
of him, whetha one captain Dumain be i’ the camp, a 
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Frenchman ; what lus is with the duke, what 

his valour, hcmesty, and expertness in wars ; or whether 
he thinks it were not possible, with well-weighing sums 
of^ld, to corrupt him to a revolt” What say you to 
diis f what do you know of it t 

Par* I beseech you, let me answer to the particular 
of the interfflitories : Demand them singly. 

1 Sold. Do you know this captain IXunainf 

Par. I know him : be was a botcher’s ’prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting the 
shrieve’s fool widi child ; a dumb innocent that could 
not say him nay. [TAe First Iiord— D itmain— up 
his hand in anger. 

Per. Nay, hy your leave, hold your hands ; though 
{ know Ilia brains are forfeit to the next tile that fells. 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Flo- 
rence's camp 1 

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shall hear of 
your lordship anon. 

1 Sold. What is his reputation with the duke ? 

Par. The duke knows nim for no other but a poor 
officer of mine ; and writ to me this otlier day to turn 
lilm out o’ the bond : I think 1 have his letter in my 
pocket 

1 Sold. Marry, we *11 search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know ; either it is 
ther^ or it is upon a ffie, with the duke’s other letter^ 
in my tent 

1 Sold. Here ’t is ; here ’s a paper. Shall I read it 
to youf 

Par. I do not know if it be it, no. 

• Ber. Our inteijreter does it well 

1 Lord* Exceliently. 

1 Sold.’ 

Distt. The count *8 a fool, and full of gold,”— 

Jpar* That is not the duke’s letter, sir ; that is an 
vot* 1 * ^ ^ t 



to a prooer maid m Floreoce^ q|]» 
to taka the alWemoit of one cotmt BmaiHooii 
a fbol^ idle boy, b«t, for all that, very ruttish ; I pmy 
yoo, ehv put it up again, 

1 Soid, Nay, 1 ’ll read it drat, by your fevour. 

Par* My meainnjf in % I ^tert, waa very honert in 
tbe behalf of the maid : for I Knew the young wmnt to 
be a dangerous and lascivious boy ; woo is a whale to 
virginity, and devouis up all the fry it finds, 

Ber. Damnable, both sides rogue ! 

1 Sold* 

When ho swean oaths, bid him drop gold, and take P ,* 
After he scores, he never pays the score ; 

Half won is match well made ; match, and well make it; 

He ne*er pays after debts, take it before ; ■ 

And say a tidier, Hian, told tiiee this, 

Hea ire to mell with, boys are not to kiss ; 

For count of this the count's a fool, I know it, 

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 

Tliine, as he vowed to thee in thine ear, 

Pabollbs.” 

. Ber* He shall be whipped through the army, with 
tills rhyme in his fordieaa. 

2 Lord* This is your devoted friend, sir, the manifold 
linguist, and the armipotent soldier. 

Ber, 1 could endure anything befrre but a cat, and 
now he ’s a <iat to me. 

1 Sold* 1 perceive^ sir, by the general's loob, we shall 
be frdn tahang you* 

P^, My life, sir, in any case s not that I am afraid 
to die; but tha^ my oflences being mmy, I would re- 
pent out the remainder of nature ; let me live, sir, in a 
dungeon, i’ the stocks, or anywha», so I may Hve. 

1 Sold* We 11 see what may be done, so you confix 
freely; therefore, once more to this captain Dumiun i 
Tou have answered to his reputation with the duke^ oiid 
to bis valour ; What is his honesty f 
Par* He win steal, sir, an egg out of golmstet; for 
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n|)0t aad misbmti be pazallcls Netsm. He jHt)* 
mm mt keeping of oatbs ; in bmldng them he ii 
etro^er than Henmiei* He will lie, nr, with snoh 
volubility, tlmt you would think truth were a fool j 
dnmkflrmeig is ms best virtue j for he will be swine- 
drunk, and in his sleep be does little harm, save to bk 
bed-clothes about him.; but they know bis conditions, 
and bim in straw. I have but little more to say, 
sir, of bis honesty i he has everything that an honest 
man idiould not have ; what an h^est man should have, 
he haajQothing. 

I Lcrd, I begin to love him for this. 

JBer. For this description of thine honesty ? 4 
np(m him for me, he ’s more and more a cat 

1 SM What say you to his expertness in war ¥ 

Pan Faith, sir, be has led the* drum before the Eng* 
lidi tragedians,— to belie him I will not, — and more of 
his soldiership I know not ; except, in that country, he 
bad the honour to be the officer at a place there called 
Mile-end, to instruct for the doubling of files ; I would 
do the man what honour I can, but of this I am not 
certain, 

1 Lord. He hath out-villained villainy so fiir, that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him ! he ’s a cat still, 

' 1 Soki. His qualities being at this poor price, I need 
imt to ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a £%tart dW* he will sell the fise- 
simpleof Hs salvaticm, the inheritance of it; and cut 
the entail fixnn all remainders, and a perp^nal sue-* 
cession for it perpetoally. 

1 Soki WW *1 hii brother, the other captain Du* 
main! 

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me 1 

1 Soki What’shel 

* Qasrt (fffOK— somotimes writieu oankoua^ Ereneh pie^ 
afmOMft betog five fourth port of the gold crown* 
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Par, E’en a crow o’ the same nest; not altogelher so 
great as the first in goodness, but greater a great deal in 
avil. He excels his Wother for a coward, yet his brother 
if reputed one of the Lest that is : In a retreat he 
outruns any lackey; marry, in coining on he has the 
cramn. 

1 If your life be saved, will you undertake to 
betray the Florentine f 

Par, Ay, and the captain of his horse, count Hou- 
slllon. 

1 Sold. I T1 whisper with the general, and know his 
pleasure, 

Par. I ’ll no more drumming; a plague of all 
drums! Only to seem to deserve wdl, and to beguile 
the supposition of that lascivious young boy the count, 
have 1 run into this danger ; Yet who would have sus- 
pected an ambush where I was tak^ f [Aside, 

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die ; 
the general says, you, that have so traitorously disco- 
vered the secrets of your army, and made such pestife- 
rous reports of men very nobly held, can serve the world 
ion no honest use ; therefore you must die. Come, heads- 
man, off with his head. 

par, 0 Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see my 
death! 

1 Sold. That shall you, and take your leave of all 
your 4H«acU, [ Mm, 

t5o, look about you : Know you any here ? 

Per, Good morrow, noble captain. 

% Lord. God bless you, captain Parolles. 

1 Lord, God save you, noble captain, 

t Lord, Captain, ^at greeting will you td B?y Icml 
I^afeuf I am for Fran^. 

1 Lord. Good captaim will you mve me a copy of 
^ sonnet ym'wnt to I>iana in be^f of the count 
BoQsilloQ? an I were not a coward 1 ’d c^psl it 
ofyou; but &ie you welL [Exoimt Bbe,, Lmd% 
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1 Bold, You are tmdone, caj^tain : all but yooracarf, 
haa a knot on 't yet 

Par. Who cannot be crashed with a plott 
1 Sold. If yon could find out a country where but 
women were &at had receired bo much shame, you 
might be^ an impudent nation. Fare you well, sir; 
I am for France, too ; we shall speak of you there. (JSxit, 
Par. Yet am I thankful ; if my heart were great 
*T would burst at this : Captain I ’ll be no more ; 

3ul I will eat and drink; and sleep as soft 
As captain shall ; simply the thing I am 
■ Sliall make me live. W ho knows himself a braggart 
Iiet iiim fear this ; for it will come to pass, 

That every braggart shall be found an ass. 

Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, live 
Safest in shame I being fool’d by foolery thrive I 
There ’s place and means for every man alive, 

1 11 after tliem. [Exit 

SCENE IV.— Florence. A Room m the WidowV 
E<me. 

Enter Helena, Widcnv, arid Diana. 

Eel That you may well perceive I have not wrong’d 
you, 

One of the greatest in the Christian world 

Shall be my surety ; ’fore whose throne ’t is needful, 

Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 

Time was, I did him a desired office, 

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth, 

And answer, thanks : I duly am inlbrm’d 
His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have conv^iient c<mvoy. You must know 
I am smjposed dead : the army breaking, 

MyhusUi id hies him home j where, Heaven aiding 
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^iid by leave of my good loxd ^ king, 

We 11 be before our welcome. 

Wid, Gentle madam, 

fbu never bad a lervant to whoee tjxai 
Tour bunnesa was more welcome. 

J5W, Nor you, mktresa, 

Bver a fnend whose thoughts more truly labom 
To recompense your love ; doubt not, Irat Heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s dower, 

As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And help^ to a husband. But 0, strange men 1 
That can such sweet use make of what they hate, 
When saucy trusting of the coien’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night ! so lust doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away : 

But more of this hereafter : — ^You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must suto 
Something in my behalf. 

Lia. Let death and honesty 

Go with your impositions, I am yours 
Up(m your will to suffer. 

Bel. : Yet, I pray you, — 

But with the word, the time will brag on summer, 
When briars shall have leaves as well as thorns, 

And be as sweet as sharp. We must away j 
Our wagwn is prepar’d,* and time revives us : 

All ’s well that ends well ; still the fine ’s the crown 
Whate’er the course, the end is the renown. 

SC5ENE V.— Rousilhm. A Room in the Countess’s 
PtUace. 

Enter Countess, Laveu, cwtd Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a snipt* 

^ Tho pn^biltty is that, in using the tern m^ggsm in the 
text, oar poet meant a pablio vehicle. The early coackeawtrs 
not much unlike waggons. 

^ From the Latin, jwti coroaet opus. 
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tA&ta fellow wltote TfllaiiMme saffion would have 
made all die unbaked and dougby youdt of a nation in 
hia colour ; your daugbter-in-law M been alive at this 
hour, and your son here at home more advanced bv 
the King, by that red-tailed humble-bee I speak 
oL 

Cotwt. I would I had not known him ! it was the 
death of the most virtuous g«itlewoman that ev« nature 
had praise for creating : if she had partaken of my 
flesh, and cost me the dearest groans of a mother^ I 
could not have owed her a more rooted love. 

Laf, was a good lady, ’t was a good lady i we 
may pick a thousand sailed ere we light on such 
another herb. 

Clo, Indeed, sir, she was the sweet tnaijoram of flie 
Ballet, or, rather, the herb of pace. 

Laf, They are not salletierbs, you knave, they are 
nose-nerbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnentar, sir ; I have not 
much skill in grass. 

Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself— a knave ot 
a tbon 

Ch. A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and a knave 
at a man’s. 

Laf. Your distinction? 

Ch. I would coien the man of his wife, and do hii 
service. 

Lcf. So you were a knave at his service, indeed. 

Ch. And I would give his wife my bauble^ sir, to 
do her service. 

Laf. I will subscribe for thee ; thou art both knave 
and fooL 

Ch. At your service. 

L(f. No|,nd, no. 

Ch. W^y, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve as 
great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who ’s that? a Frenchman ? 
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1 ^ 

Faitl^ iir, a has an English name $ hut hla 
|diitaomy b more hotter in France than there. 

What pince if that! 

Ch, The black prince, siti aUas^ the prince of dark- 
ness; the devil. 

iJif. Hold thee, there ’s my purse ; 1 give thee not 
this to suggest thee from thy master thou talkest of; 
serve him s&l. 

Clo, I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always loved 
a gieat fire ; and the master 1 speak of ever keeps a 
go^ fire. But, sure, he is the prince of the world ; let 
his nobility remain in his court I am for the house 
with die narrow gate, which 1 take to be too little for 
pomp to enter : some fiiat humble themselves may j but 
the many will be too chill and tender, and they ’ll be 
lor the flowery way, that leads to the broad gate and the 
great fire. 

Go tliy ways, I begin to be a-weary of thee; 
and I tell diee so before, because I would not fall out 
with thee. Go thy ways ; let my horses be well looked 
to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I pit any tricks upon ’em, sir, they sliall be 
jades’ tricks j wliich are their own right by the law of 
nature. [Exit, 

Laf, A shrewd knave, and an unhappy.* 

Count, So he is. My lord, that ’s gone, made him- 
•elf much sport out of him : by his authority he re- 
mains here, which he thinks is a patent for his sauci- 
ness; and, indeed, he has no |)ace, but runs where he 
will. 

Laf, 1 like him well ; ’t is not amiss : And 1 was 
about to tell you, since I heard of die good lady’s deadu 
and that my lord your son was upon his return home, I 
moved die kh^ my master to spe^ in the belialf of my 
daughter ; tphich, in the minority of them both, his ma- 
jesty, out of a self-gracious remembrance, did first pro- 
* r«Aip;)y— unlttcky— mi«Uievoui. 
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po« : til highnen hath promised me to do it : and, to 
•top up the displeasure he hath conceived against your 
son, there is no fitter matter. How does your ladyrfiip 
like it ? 

CoutU, With very much content, my lord, and I 
wish it hajyily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post fh>m Marseilles, of as 
^le body as when he numbered thirty ; he will be here 
to-morrow, or I am deceived by him tliai in such intel- 
ligence hath seldom failed. 

Count It rejoices me that I hope I shall see him ere 
1 die. I have letters, that my son will be here to-night: 

I dmll beseech your lordship to remain with me till 
they meet together. " 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might safely be admitted. 

Cotmt You need but pleatl your honourable privi- 
lege. 

Laf Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but, 
I thank my God, it holds yet 

Rc-mter Clown. 

Clo. 0 madam, yonder ’s my lord your son with a 
patch of velvet on ’s face ; whether there be a scar under 
it, or no, the velvet knmvs ; but ’t is a goodly patch of 
velvet ; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, 
but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Laf A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour ; so, belike, is that 

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face. 

Laf Let us go see your son, I pray you ; I long to 
talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. ’Faitlj, there ’s a dozen of 'em, with delicate fine 
hats, and most courteous feathers, which Low tlie head, 
ami ncxl at every man. [ Exeunt 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Marseilles. A 

Enter HaiJtNiL, Widowi and DiaNi^ im 
Attendants. 

Eel. Bi^t this exceeding posting, day and nighty 
Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help it 5 
But since you have made the days and nights as hnc, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my aflfeirs, 

Be bold ywi do so grow in my requital, 

As nothing can unroot you. In haj^y time j— 

Enter a gentk Astringer.* 

This man may help me to his majesty^s ear, 

If he would spend his power.— GK)d save you, sir. 

Aat. And you. 

Eel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 

Att I have been sometimes there. 

Eel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 

And therefore, goaded with most idiarp occasions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I ^lall continue thankful. 

Ast. What ’i your will t 

Eel That it will please you 



I fdd me with that store of power you have, 

To come into his presence. 

Aet The king a not here. 

Eel Not here, sir? 

® An attringer li a falconer, A *’ gentle artrlnger*’ probably 
meant the head of the king’s ha^toig eitablishment— not a 
menial, but an officer of rank In his liontehold. 
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Not) indeed s 

£Ee heoioe conor'd laeitugh^ and with more haate 
lliaa ii his uie. 

Wid, Lord, how we lose our poini ! 

Eei. All ’• wdl that ^ds well, yet ; 

1!liough time seem so adverse, and means unit. — 

1 do beseech you, whither is he gone ? 

Ast. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon ; 

Whither I am going. 

Mel 1 do beseech you, sir, 

Since you are like to see the ki^ b^ore me^ 

Commend fiie paper to his gracious hand j 
Which, I presume, diall raider you no blarney 
But rather make you thank your pains for it ; ^ 

I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

Aat This I’ll do ibr you. 

Eel And you shall find yourself to be well thaw’d, 
Whate’er falls more.— We must to horse again ; — 

Qo^ go, provide. [Exeunt 

SCENE II, — Rousillon. The innei* Court of the 
Countess’s Palace. 

Enter Clown a7^d Parolles. 

Par. Good monsieur Lavatcb, give my lord Lafeu 
this letter : 1 have ere now, sir, been better known to 
you, when I have held fiuniliarity with fresher clothes 
but I am now, sir, muddied in fortune’s mood,® and 
smell somewhat strong her strong displeasure. 

Clo. Truly, fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish, if it 
smell so strongly as thou speakest of : I will hencrforth 
eat no fish of fortune’s buttering. Prithee allow the 
isind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, sir j I 
but by a metaphor. 

■ Afbed— caprice. 
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Cl£). Jmdeei, •», if your awtajte stink, I will stop 
my nose *, or agabet any man's met^bor. Prkbee 
thee further. 

Par, Pray you, sir, ddi?er me this paper. 

Clo, ¥<Ai, prithee stand away : A paper from for- 
tune’s close-stool to give to a nobleman! Look, here 
he comes himself. 

Enter Lapeu. 

Here is a pur^of fortune’s, sir, or of fortune’s cat, (but 
not a musK-catj) that has fallen into the unclean flah- 
p<md of her displeasure, and, as he says, is muddied 
withal : Pray you, sir, use the carp as you may ; for he 
looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally 
knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles of oimifort, 
and leave him to your lordship. 

Par, My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
scratched. 

Laf, And what would you have me to do? ’t is too 
late to pare her naib now. Wherein have you play^ 
the knave with fortune, that she should scratca you, 
who of herself is a good lady, and would not liave knaves 
thrive long imder her? There ’s a qmrt cPecu for you : 
I^et the justices make you and fortune friends ; I am 
for odier business. 

Par, I beseech your honour to hear me one single 
word. 

Laf, You beg a single penny more ; come, you shall 
ha ; save your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

^ L^, You beg more than word then. — Cox’ my pas- ■ 
sion r give me your hand : How does your drum ? 

Par, 0 my gc^ lord, you were the first that found me. 

La/. W^i5 1, in sooth I and I was the first that lost 
thee. 

Par, It lies in yoi^ my lord, to bring me in some 
gmce, for you did bring me out 



ScEKa ni.J Alt WEL£i THAT ENDS WEU*. m 

Laf* Out upon the^ knave ! dost thou put upon me 
at once both the office of God and the devill one Wingt 
tliee in grace, and the other brings thee out. [Trumpets 
sound.] The king ’a coming, I know by hia trumpets. 
-—Sirrah, inquire further affier me j I had talk of you 
lost night : tiWgb you are a fool and a knave, you shall 
eat 5 go to, follow. 

Par, I praise God for you. [ExswU. 

SCENE III , — The same. A Room in the CountessV 
Talace. 

Flourish. Enter Kma, Countess, Ljifsu, Lords 
Gentlemen, Ghiards, 

King, We lost a jewel of her ; and our esteem 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

Count ’T is past, my liege : 

'And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i’ tiie blaze of youth ; 

When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s forc^ 

O’erbears it, and bums on. 

King. My honour’d lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 

Though my revenge^ were high b^t upon him, 

And watch’d the time to ^oot. 

Laf. This I must say,— 

But first I beg my pardon, — ^The young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady, 

Offence of mighty note ; but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all : he lost a wife 
■Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes ; whose words all ears took captive ; 
"Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to serve 
Humbly call’d mistress. 

King. Praising what is lost, 



m 




Mftket ^ tgqi e mbraflioe dear^f— Wd^ caU 1dm hi- 
ther 

We are recoDcn'd, and the first view diall kill 
All repetition Let him not ask cmx pardon } 

Ihe nature hii great ofience is dead, 

And deeper than ^livicm we do bury 
The incensing relics of it ; let him aimttch, 

A stranger, no ofiender ; and inform mm 
So ’t is our will he should. 

Gent I shall, my liege. [Hxii, 

Kinff. What says be to your daughter! have you 
spoke! 

Zaf. AU that he is hath reference to your hi^mest. 
King, Then shall we have a match. I have letters 
sent me 

That set him high in fame. 

Enter Bshtrau. 

Laf. He looks well on ’t. 

King, 1 am not a day of season,^ 

For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail 
In me at once i But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth, 

The time is lair agaim 

Ber, Mj high-repented blames, 

Dear sovereign, pardon to me. 

King, All is whole ; 

Net one word more of the consumed time. 

Let *8 take the instant by the forward top ; 

For we are pH, and on our quickest decrees 
Ute inaudible and noiieZeas foot of time 
Steals, ere we oan efieot them : You remember 
The daughter of this lord I 
Ber, • at first 

I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 

^ A day of isoioii— a letsnuhls di^. Sumhiat and ball 
mark a day out of season. 
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Durst nwtlre too bold a herald of my tongue ; 

Where d»e impression of mine ^e infixing, 

Contempt his soomfiil pen^ctdve did lend me, 

Which waro’d the line of every other fevour } 

Scorn’d a mir colour, or express’d it stol’n ; 

Extended or contract all proporticms, 

To a most hideous dbject : Thence it came, 

That she, whom all men prais’d, and whom myself 
Since I have lost have lov’d, was in mine eye 
The dust that did ofiend it 
King, Well excus’d i 

That Ihou didst love her strikes some scor^ away 
From the great compt : But love that comes too late, 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, ^ 

To the great sender turns a sour ofience, 

Crying, That ’s good that ’s gone : our rash feults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have, 

Not knowing them, until we know their grave i 
Oft our dis^easures, to ourselves unjust, 

Destroy our fidends^ and after weep their dust : 

Our own love wakmg cries to see what ’s done, 

While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her. 

Send forth your amorous tcien for fair Maudlin : 

The main consults are had ; and here wo ’ll stay 
To see our widowar’s second marriage-day. 

Count, Which better than the fi»t^ 0 dear Heaven 
bless! 

Or, ere ftiey meet in me, 0 nature cesse. 

Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house’s name 
Must be digested, give a favour ftom you, 

To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter, 

That she may quicWy come.-^By my old beard. 

And every hair that ’s on \ Helen, that ’s dead, 

Was a sweet creature : such a ring as this, 

The Ust that ^ I took her leave at court 
1 saw upon her finger. 
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Bfif. H«n it wan not 

JTtn^. Now, pray you, kt me see it ; for mine eye, 
Wliile I was sp^kmg, oft wa* fasten’d to it.-— 

Itliii ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 

I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her ; Had you that craft, h) reave her 
Of what should stead her most? 

J5tfr. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so, 

The ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

I have seen lier wear it ; and she reckon’d it 
At her life’s rate. 

Laf. 1 am sure I saw her wear it. 

Bar. You arc deceiv’d, my lord, she never saw il : 

In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp’d in a pai)er, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it : noble she was, and thouglit 
I stood ingag’d but when I had subscrib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully, 

I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceas’d, 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

Kinff. Plutus himself, 

That Imows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 

Hath not in nature’s mystery more science, 

Than I have in this ring : ’t was mine, ’t was Helen’s, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know 
That you are well acquaint^ with yourself, 

Confess ’t was hers, and by wiiat rough enforcement 
You got it from her : she call’d the saints to surety, 
That she would never put it from her finger, 

Unless she gave it to youreelf in bed, 

* Itigag*d. Ws think that the lady la represented by Bertram 
to hate oouildered him ** ingag’d”— herself. 
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e Vhere you have never come,) or «ent it us 
pon h» great disaster, 

5er, She never saMr it. 

King. Thou speaVst it falsely, as I love mine honour 
And c^'st conjectural fears to come into me, 

Which I would fain shut out : If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman, — ’t will not prove so; — 

And yet I know not ; — thou didst hate her deadly, 

And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe, 

More than to see this ring.— Take him away. — 

[Guards seize Bmeteam* 
My fore-past proofs, howe’er tlie matter fall, 

Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 

^ ^Having vainly fear’d too little. — Away with him ^ 
We 11 sift tills matter further. 

Ber. Jf you shall prove 

This ring was ever heri^ you shall as easy 
Prove tliat I husbanded her bed in Florence, 

Where yet she never wai. [Exit Bertram, guarded. 

Enter the Astringer. 

King. I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkings. 

Ast. Gracious sovereign, 

Wliether I liave been to llame, or no, I know not ; 
Here ’s a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath, for four or five removes,® come short 
To tender it herself. I undertook it, 

Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know, 

Is here attending : her business looks in her 
With an importing visage ; and slie told me, 

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself. 

King. [jRaotis.] 

** Upon ht* many protesUHouf to many me, when hli with 
was dead, 1 bloih to say it, lie won me. Now is the count 

• ilemover— stages. 


VOL. 1. 


V 



AIX WELL THAT ENDS WELL. {Act V. 


Eotuillon a widower; hli vowa are fotMted to tiie» aad any 
tiofioor ’• paid to him. He atole froxa Florenoef takisf ao 
leave^ mod 1 follow him to hla country for Juitioe : Oram it 
me* 0 kiag ; in yon it beat liet ; otherwUe a wducer flouriahes, 
tad a poor maid is undone. Dxiwa OAPCLkt.*' 

Xa/. I will buy me a son-in-law in a &ir, and toll 
Ibr thus : 1 11 none of him.® 

Kwg. The Heayens ha?e thought well on Lafeu, 
To bring forth this discovery. — Seek these suitors : 

Go speedily, and bring again the count 

\Exewtt the Astringer and some Attendants. 
I am afeard the life of Helen, lady. 

Was foully snatch’d. 

Count Now, justice on the doers I 

Enter Bshtram, gmrded* 

King. I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters to you, 
And mat you fly tnem bm you swear them lordships 
Yet you desire to marry, — What woman ’s that ? 

Mo-enter the Astringer, with Widow and Diana. 
Dia, I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived fiom the ancient Ca^et ; 

My suit, as I do understand, you know, 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid, I am her mother, sir, whose a^ and honour 
Both suffer under this complaint we bnng, 

And both shall ceases without your remedy.’ 

Come hither, count ; Do you know these wo- 
men? 

Ber. My lord, 1 neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; Do they charge me further? 
Dia» Why do you look so strange upon your wife ? 
Ber. She ’i none of mine, my lord. 

2>ul If you shall many, 

® The tolling inra fair wo necessary to the validity of a bar- 
fain ; and Laieu will get rid of Bertram by toll and aale, ae- 
Curding to one leading, or he wlU buy a ton’in law, and toll 
him, acootding to the other. 
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Ton give aw&T Ihif lumd^ and that li mine j 
You give avay Heaven^a tows, and thoee are mine $ 
You give away myself, which is knovm mine ; 

For I by vow am so embodied yours, 

That she which marries you must marry me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation [to Be rtram] comes too short 
for my daughter ; vou are no husband for her.^ 

Ber, My lord, this is a fond and desperate^ creature, 
Whom sometime I have laugh’d with : let your hjghp^ 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 

Than for to think that 1 would sink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 
friend. 

Till your deeds gain tliem : Fairer prove your honour, 
Than in my thought it lies ! 

DicL Good my lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King, Wliat say’st thou to her If 
Ber, She ’s impudent, my lord j 

And was a common gamester to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ; if I were so 
He might iiave bought me at a common price : 

Do not believe him : 0, behold this ring, 

Whose high respect, and rich validity, » 

Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that, 

He rave it to a commoner o’ the camp^ 

If I be one. 

Count. He blushes, and ’t is it : 

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Conferrd by testament to the s^uent issue, 

Hath it been ow’d and worn. This is his wife; 

That ring ’a a thousand proofs. 

Mng* Methoughtj you said, 

You saw one here in court could witim it 
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Did. 1 dull my lord, but loth am to prodacd 
So bad to instrumoit ; his muoe *s Parollet. 

Lafi 1 saw the man to-dayi if man he be. 

King. Find him| and bring liim hither. 

Wluit of him ? 

He ’s quoted for a most perfidious slave, 

With all the i^ts o' the world tax'd and d^)osh'd 
Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth : 

Am I or that, or this, for what he ’ll utter. 

That will sp^ anything t 
Kmg. She hath that ring of yours. 

Ber. I think she has : certain it is I lik’d her, 

And boarded*^ her i’ the wanton way of youth ; 

She knew her distance, and did angle for me, 

Madding my eagerness with her restraint^ 

As all impediments in fancy’s course 
Are motives of more fancy j and, in fine, 

Her insult coming with her modem grace, 

Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring : 

And I had that wliich any inferior might 
At market-price have bought 
DicL I must be patient j 

You, that have turn’d off a first so noble wife, 

May justly diet me. I pray you yet, 

(Since you lack virtue I wiU lose a husband,) 

Send for your ring, I will return it home. 

And give me mine again. 
jBer. - 1 have it not 

JD^. What ring was yours, I pray you ^ 

Dio* Sir, much like the same upon your finger. 
Kmg, Know you this ring^ this ring was his of 
late. 

Dto/ And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 

King, The story then goes false, you threw it him 
Out of a casement 
Dio, 1 have spoke tlie truth# 

' * S«irderf--<iocosted* 



ScJWJBm.] ALL'S WliXL THAT ENHS WELL. Hi 
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Ber, My lord, I do confess the ring was hen. 

King, You boggle shrewdly, every leather utarts 
you.— 

Is this the man you speak of! 

Dia, kji my lord. 

King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me tru^ I charge you, 
Not fearing the displeasure of your master, 

^hich, on your just proceeding, I ’ll keep off,) 

By him, and by this woman here, what know you ! 

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath been 
an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had in him 
which gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose: Did he love 
Ibis woman ! 

Par. ’Faith, sir, he did love her : But how ! 

King. How, I pray you ! 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a 
woman. 

King. How is that? 

Par. He loved her^ sir, and loved lier not, 

King. As thou art a knav^ and no knave : — ^What 
an equivocal companion is this ! 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty’s com- 
mand. 

La/. He 's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty 
orator, 

Pia. Do yon know he jiromlsed me marriage ? 

Par. ’Faith, I know more than I ’ll speak, 

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou know’st ! 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty : I did go between 
them, as I said 5 but more than that, he loved her, — for, 
inde^, he was mad for her, and talked of Satan, and of 
limbo, and of furies, and I know not wliat ; yet I was 
in that credit with tliem at that time, that I knew of 
their going to bed j and of other motions, as promisii^ 
her marriage, ami things which would derive me iU 
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vill to vpeek ot, 1 will qwak what I 

lOMW- 

King* Tbou bait apokea all already, imleis thou canst 
lay they are married : But art too fine * in thy 
evidence ; therefore stand aside. — ^Xhis rin^ you say, 
was yours? 

IHa. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 
IHa* It was not given me, nor 1 did not buy it. 
King. Who lent it you? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you fed it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways, 
How could you givt it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

Laf. This woman *8 an easy glove, my lord j she 
goes off and on at pleasure. . 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his first wife. 
Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I know. 
King. Ttdce her away, I do not like her now j 
To prison with her ; and away with him.— 

Unl^ thou tell'st me where thou hadst this ring, 

TW dicst within this hour. 

Dia. I ’ll never tell. you. 

King, Take her away, 

XHa. I ’ll put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common customer. 

Dia. By Jove, if ever I blew man, ’t was you. 

K^. mi^ore hast thou accused him all (his while ? 
Dia. Because he ’e guilty, and he is not guilty j 
He blows I am no maid, and he ’ll sweax.to 't : 

1 % swear I am a maid, and he knows not 
Oreat king, I am no strumijet, by my life ; 

X am eithef nuud, or else old man's wife. 

{Pointing to Lavso. 
* Too ,/!no— too full of fineSH. 
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King, She does abuie oiur ears ; to prison with ber. 
Dio, Good mother, fetch my bail.-^tay, royal sir *, 

[JSa?fcV Widow. 

The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for, 

And he shall surety me. But tor this lord, 

Who hadi abus’d me, m he knows himself, 

Though yet he never harm’d me, here I quit him : 

He knows himself my bed he hath defil’d; 

And at that time he got his wife with child : 

Bead though she be, she feels her young erne kick ; 

So there ’s my riddle, — One that ’s dead is quick j 
And now beliold the meaning. 

Renter Widow, xoith Hblkna. 

King, Is there no exorcist 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyesf 
la ’t red that I seel 
Eel, No, my good lord ; 

’T is hut the shadow of a wife you see, 

The name, and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, both ; 0, pardon ! 

Eel. 0, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 

I found you wond’rous kind. There is your ring, 

And, lo(i you, here ’s your letter : This it says, 

“ When from my finger you can get this ring, 

And are by me with child,” &c. — ^This is d(me : 

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won f 
Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know this clearly 
I ’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Eel If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 

Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 

0, my dear, mother, do I see you living*? 

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions, I shall weep anon 
Good Tom Drum [to Parolles] lend me a handker- 
chief : So, I thank thee; wait, on me home, I ’ll make 
sport with thee: Let tliy courtesies alone, they are 
scurvy ones. 



>14 hlh*S WELL TIUT ES’DS WELL, {ActY, 

Kinp* Let m from pomt to point this stoiy Imow^ 
To maie the even truth in pleasure flow ;— 

If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower, [ To Di ana 
Choose thou uiy husband, and I ’ll pay thy dower; 

For 1 can guera, that, by thy honest aid, 

Thou kept’st a wife herself, thyself a maid.-^ . 

Of diat and all the progress, more and less, 

Resolvedly more leisure shall express : 

All yet seems well j and, if it end so meet, 

The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. [FkmmA 

(Advancing.) 

The king ’§ a beggar, now Uie piny is done ; 

All is well ended, if this suit be won, 

That you express content; which we will pny, 

With strife to please you, day exceeding day ; 

Ours l)e your patience then, and yours our parts; 

Your gi'utle hands knd us, and UKe our hrarts* 

[JExcunt, 


iSnbr of 

m\ *si ?isacu mx i£nbr« eiicn» 



ADDITIONAL NOTES 

AND SUGGESTED EMENDATIONa 


VOLUME L 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF YEEONA. 

Pngc 30 (Act I. Scene ii.) 

Julia. “ I see you have a month’s mind to them. 

Luoetta. Ay, madam, you may say what sighU you $ee ; 

I see things too, although you judge I wink.” 

In the Perkins folio we find : 

“ Ay, madam, you may see what tighUyou think ; 

I see things too, although you judge 1 wink.” 

Page 37 (Act II. Scene Iv.) 

^^JiUher mien, or Valentinus* praise, 

Her true perfection, or my faUw transgression, 

That makes me reasonless!” 

A conjectural emendation of the reading in the folio i 
” It is mine or Valentine*i pratse,” &o, 

Mr Collier renders the passi^ : 

*‘jrs it mine eye or Valcfitinus* praiset” 
which Is perhaps as good as “her mien;” although his 
objection to the latter is quite invalid. 

Page 88 (Act II. Scene t.) 

If thou wilt, go with me to the ale-house if not, thou art 
an Hebrew.”~-Thi8 is perfectly intelligible, but it may 
proper to mention, that in the second folio we find the more 
Shaksperean form—” If thou wilt go with me to the ale-honae, 
so; if not, thon art an Hebrew.” How many examples of this 
idhnn might be quoted i 
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Page 50 (Act IIL Scene 1.) 

Ihnteus* ** Bttti In tiw xnllk-’white bosom of thy love.** 

" The lady of the slacteenth eentnry had a amall pocket in the 
front of her etays, in which ehe earned her letteii^ and other 
mattere which she vfdned.” So Mr Snight and oommen- 
tat(n^ detecting the same ihonght in Valentine’s speech— 

" My hfflraid thoughts In thy pure IxMom r^t thm ; ” 
and also In Hamlet’s fancy— 

“ These to her excellent white bosom ; ” 
and in the Earl of Surrey’s semnet— 

** When she hath read and seen the grief wherein I serve, 
Between her breasts she ^xall thee put, there shall she thee 
reserve.” 

Mr Grant White aptly asks : " What need of all this mantua- 
making lore ? Where have Eve’s daughters put their lover’s 
letters and their own nameless little knick-knacks ever since 
their mother’s apron of fig-leaves was first accommodated with 
a bodice T Do lovers send their thoughts to the * pure’ pocketed 
the * excellent white’ steys of their mistresses t What absurd 
misconstruction of beautfftil and appropriate thoughts for the 
purpose of displaying a little knowledge of man-milUnery 1 ” 

Page 52 {Act III. Scene i.) 

** She is not to be kieeed fasting, in respect of her breath." 
— Eowc inserted kissed, and it has been adopted by subsequent 
editors; but the meaning is quite clear without tms addition. 

Page 66 (Act IV. Scene iv.) . 

"The other squirrel was stolen from me by the hanman^i 
hope in ttte market-place.”— Bp a hanaman hoy, in the Perkins 
folio. Compare " Much Ado about Nothing” (Act HI, Scene il), 
where Cupid Is called "&e little' hangman;" t^t is, the 
little rogue. 


THE COMEDY OF EEBOES. 

Page 83. 

"The*Comedyof Errors’ll essentially afarce, and was meant 
to be sou” Cbleridge’s criticism should be quoted in Ihll 
" The myriad^minded man, onr, and all men^s Shakij^e, has 
in this piece presented ns with a legitimate faroe la enacted 
consonance with the philoec^hioal principles and (^raoter of 
laroe, as distinguished from comedy and from entartatosumts* 
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A proper &roe iM maiiily dietiBguiahed from comedy by the 
lio^oe allowed, and even reoaired, in the frble, in order to 
produce stran^ and laughable altuationa. The story need 
not be probaue, It Is enough that it is possible. A comedy 
would scarcely allow eren the two Antlpboluses ^ because, 
although there have been instances of almost indistinguishable 
likeness in two nersons, yet these are mere in^Ttdual 
accidents, earns Uidmtis ndturm^ and the venm will not 
excuse the inveririmile. But faroe dares add the two Bromios, 
and is justified In so doing by the laws of its end and consti- 
tution. In a word, farces commence in a postulate, which 
must be granted.” This is an admirable statement of the 
distinction between comedy and farce, and should be 
compared with Locke’s distinction between a fool and a 
madman. The madman reasons correctly on premises that 
are absurd ; the fool reasons absurdly on premises that are 
correct. 

Page 91 (Act I. Scene 1.) 

Unwilling I agreed ; alas, too soon. We came aboard.” 

In the folio there is a different punctuation ; 

Unwilling I agreed ; alas, too soon we came aboard.” 
There is not much dlfferenoe in the meaning, and there is 
tl^ebre the less reason to depart from the folio. 

Page 122 (Act IV. Scene i. ) 

** Perchance, I will be there as soon as you,” 

T will Instead of I shall is a Soottioism, says Douce (an 
Englishman] ; it is an Irishism, says Beed (a Scotchman) ; 
and an ancient Anglicism, says Malone (an Irishman}.”— 
mghU 

Page 127 (Act IV. Scene lii.) 

” What, hare you got [rid of] the picture of Old Adam new 
apparelled 1 ’’—Such Is the oorrection of Theobald. Mr Collier 
follows the original text ; ” What hare you got the picture of 
Old Adam new apparelled?” and explains that “What hare 
you ^tl” is aTulgar phrase for “What hare you done 

Page 129 (Act IV. Scene m.) 

Cowt. “ We ’ll mend our dinner here. 

J>ro. 3. Master, if you dcL expect spoon-meat, or bespeak a 
long spoon.”— Bead, “ andr 

Page 129 (Act rV. Scene lit) 

« Avoid fiend]” 

“ Avoid thee^ fiend I 
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Page 139 (Act V. Beene 1.) 

“ The plfioe of depth end sorry execution,” 

Ut Hdnter Inmtonsly suggeeU that in thle Greek etorv the 
place of denth” eigmea the Barathront, or deep pjt into 
which oilenaere were oast. It is better^ perhaps, to accept 
BowcNi canendation—” The place of death*** 

Page 144 (Act V. Scene i) 
never saw the ohain, so help me Heaven I 
And this is false you burthen me withal.” 

Bead with Mr Dyce— 

**Sohdp me Heaven 
w4j this is false yon burthen me withal 1” 

In support of which reading compare it with the following 
couplet from page 142 

“SobefaUmvsoul 
At this Is fhlse he burthens me withal I ” 

Page 147 (Act V, Scene!,) 

“Thirty-three years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; and, till this present hoar, 

My heavy burthen are delivered.” 

So in' the original text. The editors have been unanimous 
in changing** thirty-three” into ‘‘twenty-five ; ” but the lattei 
clause has heeu a peat difficulty. Oor text adopts the 
Buggtostion of Theobald : 

“ nor, till this present hour, 

My heavy hmihent are delivered ; ” 
an emendation, howerer, which takes a greater liberty with 
the original than others that have been propo^. It is 
amusing to compare the attempts of different editors. Mr 
Collier would read : „ present hour 

My heavy burthen twidelivered.” 

In the Perkins folio we find : 

' “end at this present hour 

My heavy burthens are delivered.” 

A critic in “ Blackwood’s Magarine ” proposes : 

“ and till this present hour 
My heavy burthen has delivered.” 

Mr Dyee and Mr Singer propose : 

“ and till this present hour 
My heavy burthen ne*er deliveim” 

Mr Grant White ; u present hour 

My heavy burthen here deilvered.” 

The two last are tlte best. 
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lOYE^S LABOUR’S LOST. 

Page 155 (Act I. Soene i.) 

Blron.— This name must be pronounced with the accent on 
the latter syllable. In the old copies it is spelt Bet-owM* 

Page 156 (Act I. Scene i.) 

** Make rich the ribs, but hanJeerout the wits.” 
flo the folio ; but in the (quarto, from which the folio is printed : 

<» Make rich the nbs, but bankrupt quite the wits.” 

Page 157 (Act I. Scene i.) 

To study where I well may dine, 

When I id fast expressly am forbid.” 
Notwithstanding Mr Knlght^s ingenious defence of th^ line as 
It stands, probably it Is better to read with Theobald ; 

“ When I \jQ feast expressly am forbid.” 

Page 159 (Act I. Scene i.) 

" Such public shame as the rest of the court shall possibly 
deTiie.”~Cl»rt, in the quarto. 

Page 161 (Act LScenql.) 

Biran» “How low soever the matter, I hope in God for high 
words. 

Long, A high hope for a low heaven : God grant us patience 1 

Liron. To hear 1 or forbear hearing ! 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately ; or to 
forbear both. 

Miron, Well, sir, be It as the style shall give us cause tc 
climb in the raerriness.” 

This passage calls for several remarks. As regards the 
speech of Longaville, Theobald proposed to read--“A high 
hope for a low having and his suggestion has been unani- 
mously adopted, The immediate reply of Biron, Steevens 
proposed to read thus— “To hear! or to forbear laughing V* 
ana the rejoinder of Longaville bears him out. It may be 
observed, that in the concluding speech of Biron which we 
have quoted, there is a quibble intended on the words stylo 
and clmb. Compare Act IV. Scene 1. page 189. 

Page 164 (Act I. Soene 1.) 

Sirrah, come on.”— These words probably bdong not to 
Biron, but to the Constable. 
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Page 168 (Act L Scene U.) 

** The dandng horn will tell you.”— A very celebrated bone 
mentiozwd bv Jonaon, Bonne, Hall, Taylor^ fialeigh, and Sir 
Kenelm Bigby, as well as by Shakspere. His name was 
Marocoo, and be belonged to a person of the name of Banks. 
Banks visited the continent with his wonderfal horse, and it 
is said that both were homed at Borne for witchcraft. 

Page 169 (Act I. Beene B,) 

Adieu, valour 1 rust, rapier 1 be still, drum! tor your 
vumaget' is ln .love.”-*.Armver, in the Perkins folio. 

Page 176 (Act II. Scene 1.) 

Denied /tfr/Asr harbour.”— iViiV harbour ^ in the quarto. 

Pf^e 161 (Act m. Scene i.) 

A wonder, master : here *8 a Costard broken in a shin.” 
—A costard is a head, henoe the point of the jest 

Page 183 (Act III. Scene i.) 

“Incony Jew! Mr Dyoe explains the word as^te, delicate^, 
pretty. See it used again, Act IV. Scene i. page 191, “ most 
incony vulgar wit*” 

Page 202 (Act lY. Scene Ui.) 

“ When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 

Or groan for Joan!” 

“ Here we see a curious illustration of the advantage of being 
able to refer to different copies of the same edition of the same 
play. The quarto, 1598, belonging to Lord Francis Egerton, has 
<Or CTone for ihne,* quite distinctly printed; while that of 
the Duke of Devonshire has, as distinctly, *Or ptme for 
Love,* th$ word ‘ love* being printed with a capital letter to 
make the matter quite clear. The correction must have been 
made while the sheet was passing through the press. The 
folios adopt the ihisprlnt, and the modern editors have followed 
them.” Such is one of Mr Collier’s most characteristic anno- 
tations. Strangely enough, he does not perceive how utterly 
patohons he is In supposing that the Devonshire quarto is a 
later impression than the Ellesmere one, and thence concluding 
that is an improvement on lone. The likelihood is aU 
the other way. Let it be remembered that Diron closes the 
third act with tiits very rhyme : 

“Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, groan : 

Some tnwi must love my lady, and some Joan.” 

Here he asks when his friends Shall ever see him write a thing 
in rhyme ! and then immediately rhymes— 

“ Or groan for Joan !" 
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“ where to any anther In the world 
Teaehei anoh beauty •• a woznan*« eye t ** 

Zearti^, in the Perkins fcdio, and the content snpperta the 
eorraotion. 

Page 216 (Act V, Scene ii) 

“A pox of that jest.”— This speech In all the old copies 
belongs to the Princess. 

Page 216 (Act T. Scene ii.) 

<* Soj^tent-llke.”— PsrtotmNiAe, in the original. Fotmily, 
in the Perkins folio. 

Page 218 (Act V. Scene il.) 

And every (me his love-feat will advance.”— Xow-wff, in the 
Perkins folio. 

Page 219 (Act V. Scene h.) 

Biron. “ Beanties no richer than rich taffata.” 

The modem editors, with the exception of Knight and Collier, 
agree In giving this speech to Boyet. It is Boyet who attempts 
to trip Koth in his speech. Biron, on the contrary, helps him 
on. Compare the speech of the king further on (page 226) in 
reference to Boyet ; 

** A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart, 

That put Annado's page out of bis part I ” 

Page 280 (Act V. Scene il.) 

”That smiles his cheek in years”— that is, into wrinklet 
that might he mistaken for age. 

Page 234 (Act V. Scene 11.) 

Boyet “Tonr nose says, no, you are not; for it stands too 
right.”— To understand the exception here taken by Boyet, it 
must be remembered that Alexander was famous for a wry 
&e(6c* 

Page 286 (Act V. Scene U.) 

Bbl. ** Judas, I am ” We may well ask with Mr Dyci 

why Eol is repeated here. 

Pago 241 (ActV. Scene ii.) 

Sirm. And what to me, my love! and what to met 

Eoi* Tou must be ^yed too, your sine are rank ; 

Tou orb aitoint with fawts and perjury ; 

Therefore if you my favour moan to 
A twel/vmonih thml you epend and never rest, 

But seek the weary bede of people tick. 

Bum, And what to me, my love I and what to me 
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So we read In the originabt; but Mr Knight Is correct in 
omitting the speech of Rosaline altogether, and leaving Itiron 
without an answer. As it stands, it is an abortive anticipation 
of the speech afterwards so finely spoken by the lady : “Oft 
have I heard of you, my lord Biron ; ” and is probably the 
original draught of that speech as it appeared before the play 
was published— “ Newly corrected and augmented by W. 
Sbakespere.” In this case, the original rude sketch was by 
some oversight retained in the text. Striking it out, however, 
It will be seen that the subsequent speeches most perfectly 
harinoniso with that correction ; for Biron receiving no 
answer to his query, it is immediately repeated by Domain ; 

“ But what to me, my love? but what to me 'i ” 

nnd next when Biron speaks, he says, in reference to the 
silence of the lady Rosaline— 

“ Studies niy lady ? 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 

Page 267 (Act I. Scene i.) 

“ Within ten year it will make itself iwoy which is a goodly 
increase.”— Surely not. Read with Hanmer— fen. Parollcs 
had already said ; “ Virginity, by being once lost, may be 
tea times found.” 


Page 263 (Act I. Scene iii.) 

“To go to the world”— a phrase meaning to he married. 
So, in “ Much Ado about Nothing,” Beatrice says : “ Thus 
goes every one to the world but I ; ” and in “ As You Like It,” 
Audrey says ; “ It is no dishonest desire to desire to be a 
woman of the world.” 

Page 265 (Act I. Scene lii.) 

“ One in ten, quoth a’ ! an we might have a good woman 
bom but for every blazing star, or at an earthquake, 't 
would mend the lottery well.”— The original reads ore, which 
Mr Knight has corrected to for, Mr Dyce approving. Mr 
Collier reads ere. Other editors have omitted the word, 
unable to make anything out of it Strange, they should over- 
look the simplest emendation of all— o»e. This conjecture we 
find confirmed by the Perkins folio. 
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Wh«re hope ift ooldeet, and deeper moat iftMt.** 
IWe-CoUier. 

Page S76 (Aet II» 3oei» i,) 
iTtJw. “ What dar^st them veatureT 
Mema. Tax of Impudenoe,— 

A rtrumnet’B holdup a dhidged thame,— 
Traduc’d by odious bidtoda ; my maiden'a name 
Sear’d otherwise ; n& worse of worst extended, 
With vilest torture let my life be eoided.** 

The oonstruotlou of the last two lines la difficult, but espe* 
oiahy so with the absurd emendation which the editors hare 
aoeepted, The original reads n«, which Mr Collier, with his 
perhaps too literal accuracy, boldly retains in the text, and 
which Mr Knight, with the other editors, has here transforzned 
Into no. It ia a ^sprint for nay. 

Page 295 (Act HI. Scene U.) 

1 know a man that had this trick of melancholy hold a 
goodly manor for a song/’—Eead $old with all the modem 
editors, except Mr Knight Mr Knight in bis rehned mau- 
ner, reasons against soW, because a melancholy man Mlltny a 
manor for a sotiy, is no iUostration of the clown’s argument, 
which went to prove that melancholy men axe in the habit 
of $inyiHff } “but as manors were h«ld under every sort of 
servicML it is not improbable— we find no example in 
JBlomrt Xmuret f!]— that one originally granted to a minstrel 
for his song may nave been held by a melancholy successor ; 
and that he, by the musical effects of his melancholy, may 
have been as competent to disohargo the service to the letter 
as his ancestor of the gay science.” Bhaksp^e’s best and 
most genial editor, in his reverence for the text of the ftrst 
folio. Is too apt to Indulge in sm^ EabMnloal eritidsm. The 
clown deolaxes that Bertram is melancholy ; proves it by the 
fwt that he sings : and sums up by saying ; “1 know a man 
that bad this ^lok of melancholy »old a goodly manor for a 
song.” 

Page fl02 (Act IH Scene v.) 

IHa. ** The count Eousillon ; Know you such a one t 
But by the ear that hears most nobly of him : 

Bis face I know not," 

Shall we say here, that Shikspere has unnecessarily made 
hki loneliest character utter a Uel Or shall we dare ttlnk 
that, where to deceive was necewary, he thought a pretoodsd 



ADDITIONAL NOTO TO TOLtntE t 


IM 

verbal verity a double OTime, equally with the other a lie to 
the hearer, and, at the same time, an attempt to lie to one’s 
own oonscience t Coleridge, 

Page 314 (Act IV. Scene il.) 

♦* If I should swear by Jove's great attributes 
I lov’d jwi dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
when I did love ym ill? this has no holding, 

To swear by him whom I protest to love, 

That I will work against him.” 

Johnson suggested that we should read Love's for loves ; but 
even with this alteration found the passage difficult. Kead : 

” If I should swear by Love's great attributes 
I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 

When 1 did love you ill ? this has no holding, 

To swear by him, whm I protest to Love, 

That I will work against him.” 

Page 330 (Act V. Scene i.) 

” Enter a gentle Astringer.” — In the Perkins folio : ** Enter 
a gentleman, a stranger.” 

Page 340 (Act V. Scene Ui.) 

** Her itmUi earning with her modern grace, 

Subdued me to her rate.” 

ffer infinite cunning^om of the best emendations in the 
Perkins folio. It was anticipated, however, by the late 
Mr Walker. 






